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JUNE JEOPARDY 

CHAPTER I 

n^HETHRY came up Park Street with a dash. 
Before her lay the gentle descent of Beacon 
Street. At first she hurried down the slope but, 
gradually, the headlong impetuosity went out of 
her attack. Her footsteps slackened. Even her 
look changed. The shadows that, in her face, 
took the place of changing color or of flickering 
dimple, which registered there every shift of mood, 
deepened, vanished, re-appeared. 

" I've learned my part," she meditated, " and 
I've only to make my entrance. The scene is set. 
The orchestra has stopped playing. The buzz in 
the audience has died dawn. The curtain is UP! 
Now to come bounding on." She sighed. " The 
footlights dazzle me — I'm half-afraid." 

Boston was at the height of her midsummer 
beauty. Flowers were blooming in the staid plots 
in front of the Beacon Street houses and the 

7 



8 JUNE JEOPARDY 

facades of many of them were smothered in ivy. 
Squirrels were frisking through the branches of 
the trees on the Common., Doves strutted on the 
paths or preened prismatic breasts. Robins were 
pecking and calling in the shadowy grass. The air 
was soft. If it had not been for the little tingle 
of salt in it, it would have been languid. 

Although the dusk lay vaporous over every- 
thing, the sunset still trailed skirts of gold along 
the sky. The street lamps were not lighted. 
Thethry looked wistfully back over the Common. 
The grass seemed to be a flood of green that was 
flowing up under the sober trees from Tremont 
Street. In a moment it could leap its terraced 
limit and lap over Beacon Hill. 

" Adventures come to the adventurous, but only 
to the adventurous'' she reminded herself. Her 
thought gave the word definite mental accent. " I 
know they'll never come to me of themselves. I 
know I'm not the kind. I must make them come. 
Oh they'll have to come for I've set a trap for 
them — and baited it." 

The shadows trembled into faint existence on 
her face and made it tender. 

She mounted the stairs of the house towards 
which her hesitating steps had been bearing her. 
"I wonder if — " her thought refused to carry 
her wonder farther and it stopped there. With 
her hand on the bell, again, she paused. A little 
quiver, as of nervous indecision, ran through her 
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figure. " Adventures come to the adventurous, *' 
she spurred herself. 

The house was one of a pair, both venerable, 
both beautiful, made of a brick that was enameled 
in the white and creamy yellow of an earlier day. 
A wistaria, splendid with purple blooms, leaped 
from the first to the second story and caught both 
buildings in a splay and knotted embrace. Over 
the doorways and windows, about the iron plexus 
of the balconies, it flung pendant, pyramidal 
lanterns. All the curtains were up. Through 
the green of the dwarfed flowerless hedges that 
grilled the windows, the house glowed with the 
delicate lustre of candle-light. 

** It isn't wrong," she reasoned with herself. 
" It's quite beautifully right. It's the most 
charming game that anybody ever played. It's 
like being in a crystal maze — in every direction I 
look there's a vista of wonders. It's only a 
pretty romance-drama with a wonderful set. If 
I open the first act, the second and third will make 
themselves. Oh come! Adventures come to 
the adventurous^* 

Her prolonged clutch at the bell resulted In a 
deafening peal. The sound steadied her nerves. 
She stood* still, in smiling expectancy her eyes fixed 
on the bunch of pansies she carried. 

A tall negro woman dressed in white answered 
the bell. Above her stiff stock her brown face 
gleamed with excitement. 
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The sound of the splashing of a fountain came 
in notes of silver from the hall back of her. 

" Oh Miss Thethry," she began. But she was 
not allowed to finish. 

A chorus of exclamations in delighted girlish 
voices — gushes and tinklings of delighted girlish 
laughter — floated down from above. Simultane- 
ously a quintette of blonde faces appeared at the 
head of the stairs. 

" Thethry 1" " Thethry 1" came their call. 
" Oh, we're so glad to see you ! " " I've had my 
nose against the window-pane for an hour but Fd 
given you up." " What kept you so long? " 

Thethry had stepped inside. It was evident that 
the two houses, so much alike on the outside, had 
been macje into one. The huge hall had steps half- 
way across its length, steps that marked where the 
level of one house had dropped to the level of the 
other. In the center of the lower hall a fountain 
burst at irregular intervals and in irregular shapes 
from a white marble basin. 

"The train was late." Thethry smiled in- 
dulgently. " You charming children — you're the 
most lovely sight I've seen this day." She 
dropped on to the lower stair, clasped her knees, 
tilted back against the wall and stared deliberately 
up at them. 

They looked — the Blondes — their heads 
hanging over the balustrade, like flowers nodding 
on a wall, an effect heightened by their calyx-like 
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evening-gowns. To herself, Thethry character- 
ized them for the twentieth time. Freda, flaxen- 
haired, azure-eyed, was Snow-Blonde. Little 
Ethel, her transparent, clear-cut profile cleaving 
the faint mist of her hair, was Silver-Blonde. 
Eyes like blurred sapphires, softer, plumper, Bess 
was Honey-Blonde. Vivid and velvety, Alice was 
Golden-Blonde. And the red-haired Edwina with 
a pair of eyes — turquoises — glinting through 
long lashes, was Copper-Blonde. 

There was a faint stir of embarrassment among 
them at Thethry's words. Again like flowers, 
their heads tilted a little as if at the fret of a per- 
sistent zephyr. 

" I wonder if FU ever get the New York grime 
off me," Thethry went on, enjoying their pretty 
self-consciousness. " You make me feel ^ million 
times more hideously brunette than ever and a 
million times more dusty and dirty. Why, you 
positively shine I I feel as if I ought to be fumi- 
gated and disinfected. I feel as if I ought to be 
scrubbed with pumice and gone over with metal 
polish. Did you ever notice — you cruel blonde 
beasts — how a brunette just naturally slinks and 
crumples and grows shame-faced in your pres- 
ence?" 

There was a confused clamor of expostulation. 
Ethel's eager voice cut through it. "I was 
always crazy to have black hair when I was a 
little girl." 
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"Sheer magnanimity 1 Feminine gallantry!" 
Thethry jeered. " You know every last golden 
mother's daughter of you that you wouldn't ex- 
change one ounce of blondeness for a ton of bru- 
netteness. Did you ever hear of a blonde vil- 
lainess? Or a blonde devil? Never! Did you 
ever hear of a princess in a fairy-tale who was a 
brunette? Never! Did you ever hear of a bru- 
nette angel? Or a brunette mermaid? Never! 
Did you ever hear of a blonde dyeing herself 
black? Never! Go to! I will with much labor 
peroxide myself. The dye is cast." She laughed 
roUickingly. 

" Anyway," Ethel dared, " I'd rather be a devil 
than an angel." 

"Ah that's another matter. Girls, tell the 
truth, have you longed ever since your freckled 
little-girlhood to be called, a perfect little devil ? " 

" Surely," Alice twinkled, " they don't call you 
an angel, Thethry." 

" Oh it's more awful than that. They don't 
call me anything. But cease thrusting these dag- 
gers. Run and pull down all the curtains, dar- 
lings. Remember we're at home to-night." 

Annah had stood all the time at her elbow. 
With the last word her face softened. The af- 
fection in her voice melted it into guttural music. 
" Dinner's near ready, honey. Yo' cloz is all 
w'are you'll fin' 'em. I put them out." 

" Thank you." Thethry smiled affectionately 
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into the woman's fine old face. " It is home, 
isn't it, Annah?" She ran lightly upstairs and 
into the back room. 

The walls, wherever they could be seen, were 
papered in gold. The furniture was of white 
wood, the rugs of white fur, the hangings and up- 
holstery of white velvet, all a time-worn, sallow 
white that toned in with the ivory toilet articles 
which, in common with them, bore a cryptic cipher 
in gold. Except for two with high wings, the 
chairs were all straight-backed. Footstools dotted 
the floor. The only pictures were drawings in 
color by Blake. There was a volume of Blake's 
poems on a little prie-dieu. 

"Hurry up. Blondes, if you want to gloat," 
Thethry called cheerily. " I'm reduced to a 
smudge by all this whiteness. I look like one of 
those charcoal drawings that vaudeville artists 
sketch while the piano plays ragtime." 

She walked through the open door into the mid- 
dle room, a dressing-room in the manner of Louis 
Quinze, this all gold, gold paper, gold carved- 
wood furniture, dulled gold brocades. Here, 
amidst the many bewildering coquetries of its ap- 
pointments, lay an evening gown. 

From all over the house came the clatter and 
the chatter of the Blondes. There was the noise 
first of the curtains that, in obedience to her re- 
quest, they pulled down. Then their light feet 
flew up and down stairs in countless voyages of 
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discovery. From every story they cooed appro- 
bation. They laughed disgust at her very elbow. 

" We haven't looked at anything but our own 
rooms yet, Thethry," Alice called. " Fve held 
them down by main force until your arrival. But 
there's no keeping them quiet now." 

" Look at everything. Only tell me what you 
think." Thethry's tone seemed to anticipate 
amusement. 

From the dressing-room, she walked into the 
big front room. This, like the others, was sub- 
duedly luminous from walls of a dull greenish 
gold. The furniture and carvings were of teak 
wood. Masses of jonquils, imprinting their yel- 
low shapes on the black wood, filled the room with 
their savor. Japanese prints, marvels of massed 
color or of virile line-work, seemed to accent the 
room with a strange oriental intarsia. 

In one of the pigeon holes in the desk was the 
single bit of bric-a-brac that the room contained, a 
little truncated blue vase of an opaque glass, the 
figures of Old King Cole in high relief on its sides. 
Thethry filled it with water and placed in it the 
pansies she still held in her hands. Then she took 
up the daguerreotype that lay near it. 

** How can you have those awful-looking knives 
about? " Bess shuddered from the library. 

" Fd know you'd furnished the bath-room, 
Thethry." This, disapprovingly from Freda. 
** It's so awfully inconvenient. Where do you 
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keep your tooth-brushes? It looks like a museum 
of fine arts. I don't think those plants are hy- 
gienic." 

" I'm so pleased with the books." Edwina's 
voice came, muffled, from below. " You've got 
everything I ever wanted to read — even the 
wicked ones.'* 

"Oh the books are the limit," Alice insisted 
pitilessly. " I can't find one that has any conver- 
sation. They're all so musty and old-looking. 
Give me a book with a peachy summer-girl on 
the cover. Why some of Thethry's books have 
f 's for s's." 

Thethry came out of the dreams into which the 
contemplation of the daguerreotype had thrown 
her. Her eyes were soft with something beside 
visions. " The long s," she corrected Alice. 
Try the last bookcase," she suggested. 

" I like the long s books," Ethel said entering, 
" they make me feel as if I lisped." She hesi- 
tated an instant. " Whose picture is that, 
Thethry?" she finally invaded the other's silence. 

" My mother's," Thethry answered with di- 
rectness. She added nothing. 

" I think it's the most beautiful thing in the 
house." Ethel was as simple as Thethry. She 
threw one arm about Thethry's waist and they 
looked at the picture together. Then they walked 
into the other room. Silently Ethel helped 
Thethry to undress. 
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Thcthry pursued her voiceless self-communion. 
" Ethel understands — dear, little, budding thing. 
She's wired for electricity." 

A pair of blue eyes peeping mischievously 
through the doorslit followed her swift progress. 

" Thethry's ready for her cold plunge, girls," 
Alice's voice called in an ecstasy of anticipation. 
" Come watch her shiver 1 " 

The Blondes came flying from upstairs and 
down : they crowded after her. 

" I can't come," Ethel expostulated, " I'm look- 
ing at Thethry's jewelbox. O what opals! Oh 
Thethryl Ohl Oh I Oh! Golly/ '' 

The bathroom was a high large room, tiled in 
white and yellow. Near the ceiling ran a frieze 
of dancing bacchantes and grinning satyrs. Bay 
hedged the sides, breaking at niches that contained 
statues of the Apollo, the Narcissus of Pompeii, 
the Marble Faun, the young Antinous. At one 
end, looking as if it were cut roughly from a solid 
block of crysoprase, was a sunken bath where a 
fountain bubbled. At the other end, on a kind of 
dais which she mounted by a flight of steps, was a 
large, shell-shaped, glass tub. 

" How you can jump into cold water is more 
than I can understand, Thethry," Alice remarked 
later as she helped her into her clothes. 

" It's wonderful, Alice. Your blood changes 
to quicksilver and then to honey filled with cham- 
pagne bubbles. I shall have to initiate you all." 



JUNE JEOPARDY 17 

Her mischievous glance sparkled from one to the 
other of the shrinking Blondes. " Cold baths 
daily, hereafter." 

There was a confused hurly-burly of expostu- 
lation. 

" I ought to find some men for these girls," she 
went on mentally, under its cover. " There must 
be plenty that are good enough for them some- 
where about. But how to find them? There 
ought to be a Bureau of Elective Affinities estab- 
lished in all large cities — an Old Maids' Friendly, 
so to speak. Why shouldn't you procure friends 
as people procure lovers and husbands and serv- 
ants ? I believe I'll start one. What fun to read 
the applications. I'll put one in on my own ac- 
count — Heaven knows I need friends 1 

** Thethry Vashon, young, dark, lively, 
in full possession of all her illusions, 
loves adventure but prefers romance. 
Would like to meet an interesting man. 
Object — friendship." 

She was gradually donning, during the progress 
of these reflections, the silken things that lay on 
the bed. From time to time, composedly, she 
answered the questions the girls put to her. 

The Blondes had followed, with serious, intent 
looks, her every movement. When she stopped, 
they came forward as if mesmerized, to stare at 
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the finished product in the glass. Her dusky head 
appeared there encircled and contrasted with their 
blonde faces. 

Thethry was a little, dark girl, the shortest 
among them. There was not a light or ripple in 
her hair. Except where the blood of her radiant 
vitality burst through her lips, there was nowhere, 
a suggestion of vivid coloring. Her mouth 
showed a warm raspberry. Her pointed face 
emerged, with the warm pallor of age-stained 
ivory, from a cloud of smoky hair. High upon 
one cheek near the temple lay a tiny, velvety, dark 
mole. Low on the other side, near her mouth, 
twinkled its fellow. Across from this second, 
just above the turn of her chin, was a third, 
completing a fairy triangle that seemed to em- 
phasize the fused shadows in her coloring. She 
walked habitually with her eye-lashes at half-mast. 
But often the dreams that lay liquid in her eyes 
were dispersed by her smiles. Then her eyelids 
and the corners of her mouth flew up. Then her 
look was magic with varying expressions. 

She smiled now. 

And then: 

" Thethry," Ethel called, " did you read that 
article in the Sunday paper about the Parhyte dia- 
monds — you know that wonderful necklace that 
the papers call * the Death Diamonds? ' " 

Thethry's smile froze. Her glance went to the 
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glass in front of her. She seemed to stare an in- 
stant at her own reflection. But her gaze slid past 
it, past the grouped faces of the Blondes to some- 
thing sinister she saw beyond. There it fixed. 

" The Parhyte diamonds," she repeated. Her 
voice was dull, her accent vaguely questioning. 

" Oh I read it," Alice broke in. " Some day 
that necklace is going to belong to a Boston girl — 
Penelope Tileston — oh and isn't she a little 
beauty too 1 Many's the time she's come into the 
store to buy gowns and I've tried them on for 
her." 

" Oh I know whom you mean," exclaimed Ed- 
wina. " I've sold hats to her. Isn't she the love- 
liest little thing you ever saw in your life? I 
couldn't take my eyes off of her. She's a little imp 
— she can't stand still a moment. Her brother 
was with her one day — he called her Jadie — isn't 
that a darling nickname? I've met them heaps of 
times walking together — they seem to be great 
chums. She's a wilful little thing — they have no 
parents and she does anything she wants — I bet 
she leads him a dance. Wouldn't you like to see 
that necklace, Thethry?" 

** Yes — of course — yes — ^yes." 

" Thethry, you said that sometime you'd show 
us all your jewels and tell us just where you bought 
them," Ethel coaxed. " Won't you do that after 
dinner? " 

Thethry passed two languid hands over her face. 
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" Sometime — not to-night," she said unsteadily. 
Behind her hands her lips murmured without 
sound, " The Parhyte diamonds I " 

" Have you any of those East Indian stones — 
what was it the paper called them — oh yes, brio- 
lettes ? I'd love to see one." 

Thethry shuddered. " No, I haven't a dia- 
mond in the house — I hate diamonds — hate them 
— hate them I " There was a note of dread stri- 
dent in her voice. 

" Hate diamonds? " It was repeated by every 
voice in the room and in every tone of feminine 
incredulity. 

" Yes — diamonds — they're devil-stones — 
they're blood-stained, poisoned, haunted, accursed. 
And those Parhyte briolettes — they're well-named 
' the Death Diamonds I' " Thethry dropped her 
face into her hands. Hard shudders swept and 
lashed her body. 

" Why Thethry ! " Her clan gathered solicit- 
ously about her. " What is it? " 

She pulled her hands away. Her face emerged 
cloudless, nay, brilliant with her own laughter at 
her own emotion. 

" Nothing I How I fool you I Come, in- 
fants ! " Then suddenly. " I bet I beat you 
downstairs ! " 

She won her wager. 

She was unfair enough to slide down the ban- 
nisters. 



CHAPTER II 

A FTER dinner, they walked, an arm-in-arm sex- 
tette, once, twice, thrice around the fountain 
that gushed and spurted an accompaniment to 
their steps. They hummed as they walked and 
dreamed idly in the intervals of their talk. 

" What shall we do? " Thethry asked out of a 
revery that seemed to have shut down like a cloud 
upon her. " What shall we talk about on this our 
first after-dinner session in our own house, O 
Blondes?" 

" Let's sit about the fountain,'* Ethel volun- 
teered promptly, " and talk about MEN." 

Her tone put the word in capitals. 

" A beautiful idea," Thethry said with instant 
satisfaction, '^ I like nothing better than talking 
about MEN." 

Imitating Ethel's accent, she too said the word 
in capitals. " Men say, I believe, that that is a 
favorite subject with women when by themselves. 
Let us live up to the reputation tradition ascribes 
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to us. Get pillows and pillows and pillows from 
everywhere that we may sit in comfort." 

Her blonde horde scattered. They came back 
in a few minutes, their arms full of big, soft, 
oriental cushions. These they arranged at in- 
tervals about the marble basin and dropped in 
comfortable, lolling attitudes upon them. 

Ethel, returning alone with an armful of flow- 
ers, knelt at the water's edge. She busied her- 
self with floating rose-petals, freighted with violets, 
in the currents that swept between the islands made 
by the lily-blossoms and pads. 

Thethry, for an instant, sat upright and smil- 
ingly studied the group. " We look like an Alma 
Tadema," she laughed. " Ethel needs only a cake 
of soap to make a full-page ad of us." 

She arose and began to walk about the room. 
Her movements were premeditatedly slow, her air 
was premeditatedly unperturbed. Yet, under her 
languor, restlessness seemed to ooze from every 
pore of her. 

" About men," she repeated in a groping tone 
and did not finish. Abruptly she went into the 
library and began to open the bookcases. 

They were filled with worn volumes dulled by 
time to a quiet of tattered beauty. She pulled 
books from this shelf and that. She glanced each 
time with a swiftly- vanishing smile, at the name 
scrawled in a pathetic, old-time script upon the fly- 
leaf. Still standing, she flecked the pages with 
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hurrying impatience or seemed to pause to read a 
paragraph. Now it was a volume of Ben Jonson, 
or Defoe, the verse of Donne or Vaughan, a shame- 
less novel by Mrs. Aphra Behn or " Monk " 
Lewis. Once it was Mary WoUstonecraft. But 
she seemed not to see the words at which she gazed 
longest. At last, as if she had breathed something 
consoling from their old-time savor, she came back, 
smiling. 

Unmoved except for exchanged glances of won- 
der, perplexity, sympathy, the Blondes awaited her 
return. 

" About men,'* she took it up as if there had 
been no interruption. " Of course we all know," 
she went on with a vivacious flood of words, un- 
expected after her abstraction, " and now that 
we're alone let's admit it to each other — that we 
regard every man who comes into our presence as 
a possibility. Not necessarily a matrimonial pos- 
sibility — not even an amorous possibility — well, 
I'll put it that he's a dramatic possibility. He 
may, as time goes on, qualify only for acquaintance- 
ship — he may qualify for friendship — he may 
go further and qualify for lovership. Or he may 
prove, miraculously, to be the right one and qualify 
for husbandship. 

" Now, freely and frankly as we recognize this, 
let us freely and frankly admit that there comes a 
point in our commerce with most men when they 
do the certain, inevitable something that cuts them 
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off forever from joining the class of prospective 
lovers and husbands. Up to that point — let's 
call it the vanishing-point — a man's a delicious 
unknown, an embodied mystery, romance incar- 
nate, quivering with a thousand radiant possibili- 
ties. 

" The vanishing-point may come early in the 
game or it may come late. But once it has come, 
he dies and we bury him. We may put him out of 
sight with regret, but do it we must. Then we 
fold our hands and wait for the next possibility to 
materialize. Now what I would like you girls to 
tell me is — what are the points on which men 
vanish for you? " 

There was an immediate thrill of interest among 
the Blondes. According to the degree of their 
absorption, they half-arose or fell supine. Alice, 
sitting upright with her shapely hands clasped 
about her knees, knotted her golden brows in 
thought. Ethel, in the intensity of her interest, 
overturned the fairy craft she had just freighted. 
Two violets were dashed to purple tatters by the 
fountain. A rose sank waterlogged. 

Freda was the first to speak. " When I dis- 
cover that he has a long neck with a prominent 
Adam's apple and wears a turned-down collar," 
she recited stolidly, " it's all off." 

The Blondes greeted this picture with a burst of 
laughter. Freda retired on her laurels. 

** When he says, * A woman's place is in the 
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hoipe ! ' " The athletic Edwina made a forward 
lunge of her whole torso in the wake of a doubled 
fist, projected viciously towards an imaginary op- 
ponent. 

" That's the limit, Edwina," Bess admitted 
sympathetically, ** I'm with you there. And 
when he tells you that anything you want to do 
will * unfit you for the position of wife and 
mother ' — I want to lead him to an elevator well 
and drop him in." 

" How about the man that helps you across the 
street by grabbing your elbow and holding on like 
grim death ? " Edwina went on. 

" Or the one who wears one of those walrus- 
looking moustaches?" asked Ethel, the scornful. 

"Or one with little curls on the end?" Bess 
added. 

" Or one waxed into needle points? " said Ed- 
wina. 

" Sure ! The moustache is a great test. Em- 
peror William for mine," Alice admitted cheer- 
fully. 

" But what's the thing that would settle the 
matter quickest? " Thethry queried. Her swift, 
flashing smiles seemed to dissipate her revery as 
lightning darkness. 

" Well," Alice twinkled, " one man * died ' as 
you put it, Thethry, the moment I met him. His 
name was Bugg, Who'd want to be Mrs. 
Bugg?" 
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" You could be Lady Bugg," Ethel suggested. 

" And what would be the last? " Thethry per- 
sisted. " I mean short of absolute falsity and 
dishonor." 

There was a pause in which they pondered this 
matter. Their faces grew serious. 

" I think," Ethel volunteered at last, " that if I 
were very much infatuated with a man — a man, 
I mean, whom I enjoyed and admired and re- 
spected — and if I were to find out suddenly that 
he was stingy, I could never bear to think of him 
again." 

" I quite agree with you, Ethel," Thethry said, 
** stinginess is almost worse than cowardice, for 
that a man might not be able to help. There's 
something about parsimony — I don't know what 
— but it's the least heroic of the vices." 

" Oh there are some things that people say," 
Bess took it up, ** that kill them for me. Men 
who say how when they mean what — and * as 
the boys say ' when they use slang. Anybody 
who apologizes for slang always uses a ten-year 
old brand anyway like — ' Oh, come down off 
your perch.' " 

" I often wonder," Thethry said dreamily, 
** that we women don't invent tests to which we 
can submit the men we meet — without warning 
them of course. I have thought of ten tests that 
I call the Minor Decalogue — although I've 
never used them." 
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" Oh tell us about them," the Blondes clam- 
ored. 

** Well, I like a man to be able to hurry when 
haste is required. I don^t want him to be always 
in a hurry, you understand — that would tire me 
— but I like that perfect adjustment of mental 
with physical that permits him to start for the ends 
of the world at a moment's warning. I like him 
to be able to whistle with expression. I like him 
to take cold water baths. I like him to smoke 
with grace and precision and with an air of ac- 
customedness. I like him to be able to take com- 
pliments willingly, gracefully, not with the insults 
that most people heap upon you when you say 
something nice about them. 'Why I have handed 
people a compliment as delicate as a soap-bubble 
and they have said to me, ' Oh yes, we know all 
your geese are swans ! * " 

" Oh I know," Ethel interrupted with sympa- 
thetic indignation. " They always say to me, 
* How much do you want for that? ' " 

" Have you ever noticed," Thethry continued, 
** how awkward men are when you quote a compli- 
ment that some other man has given you — 
if you've ever been goose enough to do such a 
thing? Of course there is only one thing for a 
man to do in the circumstances and that is to raise 
the compliment to a higher power if he can. He 
should always have the last word when it comes to 
praising the girl he's with. I like to watch how 
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men take interruptions and see if, when, in talk- 
ing, I wander away from the main path of my 
narrative, they have concentration enough to re- 
member to bring me back to it. Then, person- 
ally, I should consider the test of my house an in- 
teresting one — the comments a man would make 
on a place that is my very soul shell — and what 
he would say about my mother's picture." 

As Thethry spoke she arose with a yawn. 
" Get me a wrap of some kind, Ethel," she said, 
" Vm going out." 

** Going outl " Five heads were uplifted from 
as many pillows as five voices chorused the as- 
tounding intelligence. 

" But only for a short walk." 

** Please m?iy I come? " Five voices made the 
request. 

" Nobody may come." Thethry was smiling 
but firm. 

Thethry threw over her head the mantilla of 
creamy Spanish lace that Ethel brought her. She 
slipped into the long coat of creamy Cluny that 
Ethel held out for her. 

" But to make up for my truancy, I'll bring you 
back whatever you want," Thethry offered. 

** Bring me a man," Alice implored. " I'm 
tired of seeing only girls." Her laughing eyes 
went over the heads of the Blondes and asked sym- 
pathy from Thethry's arrested gaze. 

Thethry gave it to her in a quick nod ofx com- 
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prehension. ** It is a little unmitigated. What 
kind of a man do you want, Alice? " 

" I want a traveling salesman." Alice's reply 
came on the instant. " Or anybody who will take 
me to Atlantic City. I'll put him through your 
ten degrees, Thethry, and marry him before he's 
got his breath." 

" Something romantic — a poet or a painter for 
me — " said Ethel. " I want to live on a pedes- 
tal." 

" That's rather a large order," Thethry com- 
plained, " Pedestal lovers seemed to have gone out 
with the advent of G. Bernard Shaw." 

Ethel considered this, " A villain then — a 
dangerous, seductive one. Why I've never even 
seen one." 

" You're quite right, Ethel," Thethry agreed. 
" It's every woman's right to meet at least one 
villain before she dies. Speak up, Bess 1 " 

"A successful stockbroker — thank you most 
to death — and a generous one. I want the money 
to come in — in gobs. Oh and he must have a 
square chin with a dimple in it." 

" Aie 1 Aie ! " Thethry remonstrated. " I 
can't guarantee the dimple." 

Unasked, Edwina made laughing choice. 
" Anybody who owns an automobile. I want to 
wear a ten-yard veil, some goggles and one of those 
white nighties? " 

" It must be a doctor or a clergyman for me," 
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Freda was serious about it. ** I want to have my 
own pew in church." 

Thethry. linked them all together in her swift de- 
parting smile. " I'll bring you each a husband," 
she promised easily. In another instant she had 
closed the door. 



CHAPTER III 

^^T^HETHRY'S restless," Alice commented. 
She rose to her full height which was that 
of a goddess and yawned. " What was the mat- 
ter? I never saw her like that." 

"There was something the matter — I don't 
knqw what." Ethel shook her head sagely. 

" I never saw her in evening-dress before." 
Freda turned the subject with characteristic sober 
irrelevance. " I hadn't any idea that dress would 
make such a difference with her. She is not a 
beauty — she is not even pretty — but she has a 
swell look." 

" No." Alice's headshake was more definitive 
than her negative. It had in it the note of abso- 
lute finality with which one woman sums up the at- 
tractiveness of another. " No — she's not a 
beauty. Her eyes are too small and she has no 
color or features to speak of. But she's got some- 
thing else." 

" And then," Freda added, " look at the moles." 
31 



32 JUNE JEOPARDY 

There was a shrill clatter of protest. " Oh, 
Freda! *^ "The moles are perfectly dearl" 
" Why Thethry wouldn't be Thethry without 
those little brown spots." 

But Freda was not convinced. ** I'd have them 
removed if it was I." 

"If you put it into Thethry's head to go to any 
face-fixer," Alice said threateningly, " well, any- 
way," she returned to the main question. " You 
don't look at anybody else when she's round." 

" Oh I know what you mean,'* Ethel agreed 
with voluble eagerness. She pursed her face into 
almost an agony of analysis. " It's change — 
that's what it is — change. Her eyes and mouth 
have so many expressions. It's wonderful to be 
living here." Her intense look made way for a 
delighted one as she glanced about the Hall of the 
Fountain. " Because there's always change where 
Thethry is. Why she's just like a princess in a 
fairy-tale. All my life I've wanted to know some- 
body like her. Living here is like being in a story- 
book — the Arabian Nights is most like it — it's 
like a dream come true. Somehow I have a feel- 
ing that this house is like Aladdin's palace that 
came up in a night. And yet all the old family 
things — the family-tree, the furniture and books 
and portraits make it so solid and substantial." 

Alice's eyes had been cast meditatively down- 
ward. " Do you ever stop to think how little we 
know of Thethry anyway ? " She spoke with a 
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troubled slowness as if, all the time, she were won- 
dering if her words were an offense to her loyalty. 
" She doesn't ever talk about herself and, some- 
how, she isn't the kind of a person you ask ques- 
tions of." 

** But I think that's only because she doesn't 
like to talk about herself," said Edwina, quick to 
the defense. " She is much more interested in any- 
body else. And if there is really anything you 
want to know she will give you a straight answer 
every time." 

Alice was dipping her shapely bare arm deep 
into the water. " She's a mystery," she reiter- 
ated in her troubled, musing tone. 

" She's a queer girl," Freda said. " Half the 
time I don't understand what she's saying. And 
yet I love to hear her talk." 

"That's because she's such a grand jollier," 
Bess explained to Freda. Everybody explained 
to Freda. And Freda received all the explana- 
tion with an interested simplicity that went far to 
make up for her lack of mental quickness. " Some- 
times I don't think she knows what she's saying 
herself. No, I don't mean that either — it's more 
that often she says things that I know she's just 
thought up as if she'd believed them all her life. 
And other times, she says, in the most natural way 
in the world, things that I can't make head or tail 
of." 

** Sometimes she laughs at the simplest things 
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that wc say," Edwina said, " as If they were the 
funniest things she had ever heard. She keeps 
her laughter all inside though — I can only tell it 
by the way she krinklcs up her eyes." 

" Oh she lives a different life in her thoughts." 
Ethel looked about, watching acutely for the signs 
of sympathetic comprehension that always un- 
loosed her enthusiasm. *' I know what it is," she 
went on at full speed, having found it. " When 
I was teaching in Merwin, I didn't really live 
among those people. They were all ghosts as far 
as I was concerned. Life wasn't real to me until 
Thethry found me and helped me to prepare for 
college. I don't think life is real for Thethry^ 
yet." 

" She's awfully good to us." Alice's face grew 
tender. " It's all a bluff — this idea that she's 
hired us to help her — she hired us to help our- 
selves. That's as clear as glass to me." 

" Yes, she's making it possible for us to make 
what we want to with our lives and yet to do it 
self-respectingly," said Ethel. " Sometimes I lie 
awake and think of that night at the College Settle- 
ment when we first met her. I remember just 
how she looked when she came in the door — all 
in brown furs — powdered with snow, with that 
saucy fur cap like the ones you see men wearing 
in Russian stories — that aigrette standing straight 
up and her veil floating like a banner. Her cheeks 
were like roses and her eyes were like stars. Sup- 
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pose she hadn't just happened to come In? And 
yet, as Alice says, we know no more about her than 
we did then." 

" Everything came from that," Freda said. 

" She's a philanthropist," Edwina said. 

" She's a dreamer," Bess said. 

" She's a mystery," Alice said. 

" She's an enchanted princess," Ethel said. 

" She's a person you can go on talking about 
forever — and then never know any more than 
when you started," Freda said. 

"I wonder if Thethry likes men?" It was 
Bess that threw this bomb into the silence that fol- 
lowed. 

** No, I don't think she does." Alice came to 
this decision with a sigh. " I've never heard her 
mention a man's name and you never see her with 
one. That's the only out about her. If she did 
like men — well — she'd make things fly here." 

'* I think she likes to think up romantic things 
to do, but I don't think she really cares to have 
them happen to her." Ethel's lips dropped in re- 
gret. 

" Go get our books for us, Ethel," Alice com- 
manded lazily. " We'd better read until the 
princess comes back." 

Obediently, Ethel went upstairs and gathered 
from various comfortable nooks about the house, 
the books that the Blondes had been reading. 



36 JUNE JEOPARDY 

Returning she handed 

to Alice, " Molly Bawn," 

to Freda, " Little Women," 

to Edwina, " Soldiers of Fortune," 

to Bess, " Lucile," 

for herself, she kept " Clarissa." 



CHAPTER IV 

wTX^HEN did the diamonds come, Jadic?'* 
Sears asked. He lay sprawled among 
the cushions on the couch in his sister's dressing- 
room, the picture of relaxed masculine comfort. 

Jadie stood before a high, narrow, silver- 
framed mirror. She was surveying her masquer- 
ade costume — that of a little girl. Toy in size, 
delicate of feature with a bird's quickness of glance 
and movement, she seemed to accent the pink-and- 
silver frivolity of her surroundings. It was a 
ridiculous room, recklessly art nouveau in back- 
ground, incongruously Dresden in textiles and or- 
namentation, over-detailed everywhere. 

It was still daylight, but the curtain had been 
pulled down and the room lighted. 

The lustre that rained from the silver candela- 
bra on either side of the mirror seemed to focus on 
her piquant, powdered face. But the light from 
the chandelier at her back illuminated as clearly its 
twin that sparkled in the mirror. She flourished 

37 
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a silver hand-glass in one hand and a rabbit's foot 
in the other. Before she answered she dipped to- 
wards her reflection and studied it. 

" About four," she answered at the close of her 
examination — " in an electric-cab " — the rab- 
bit's foot passed with briskness over the round of 
her cheeks — " in Uncle Rex's funny, old, rusty- 
iron box," — it dabbled her petal like ear-lobes 
with pink — ** two messengers who looked enor- 
mously relieved " — it tinted delicately the curves 
of her nostrils — " the moment it was out of their 
hands." 

"Where are they?" 

Jadie gestured in the direction of the closet with 
her hand-mirror. " I've decided to keep them 
there until I send them back to the safe deposit 
vault" 

" You'd better do that as soon as possible,'* 
Sears advised frowning. " It's a foolishness hav- 
ing them here at all, especially as you can't wear 
the necklace until after you're married." 

" I know that. But I was simply crazy to get 
a look at the thing. And the girls kept at me so 
to give them a peep at it. You know how little I 
care for diamonds and yet I must confess I was 
curious to see what the briolettes would make up 
into. It seems to me they've taken an unusually 
long time to settle up the estate. How I hate 
poky old law business anyway." 

" How long do you keep them here? " 
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With a pair of bud-like finger-tips, Jadic was 
now smoothing her brows into slim, satiny cres- 
cents. " Only two days. I promised Molly that 
she could wear the necklace with her Cleopatra cos- 
tume to-night. I shall carry it out to her." 

" Who's taking you to the Wrexmeres? " 

" Ted — in the big touring-car — you know — 
the huge Chandos-Mercier. He's coming here 
first — and then — the greatest lark — we're go- 
ing to pick up the whole crowd and go out to 
the Wrexmeres together. That's why I'm ready 
so early. We'll be hours and hours on the 
road." 

** How about the dupliciate ? " 

" It's wonderful — the best paste I have ever 
seen." 

Sears stirred a little uneasily. 

" I hope you understand, Jadie, that you run 
some risk of losing it if you lend it to me to-night. 
I can't guarantee to return it to you. In fact I 
haven't been quite fair in asking for it. I'm using 
it in an experiment with the most unstable element 
on God's footstool. I'm not at all sure I'll get 
it back. But FU give you a duplicate just as good 
or better if I do lose it." 

" Oh that's all right," Jadie agreed ofl-handedly. 
She returned, but with a diminished zest, to the 
business of making up. Finally her suppressed 
curiosity broke out in a look definitely quizzical. 
" The most unstable element on God's footstool," 
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she repeated. "What arc you experimenting 
with, Sears ? " 

Sears did not answer. He only contemplated 
her in smiling silence with a composure as unruf- 
fled as if there had been no question put to him. 
" Fm glad it's a good imitation," he said at last. 

" I understand." Jadie shook her curls at him. 
She began with redoubled energy to polish the 
dimple^in her chin. " But of course it's always 
women men are knocking when they toss off a 
phrase like ' the most unstable element on God's 
footstool ! ' It's some deviltry of the Pyx- Jury, I 
know well enough. Are you going to the Wrex- 
meres to-night? " 

With a yawn. Sears resumed his lolling attitude. 
** Oh I suppose so. I'll get out sometime before 
the evening is over. I must see Sawyer here, first, 
at any rate — he's just home from the Philippines. 
Oh, by the way, Jadie," he pulled himself up sud- 
denly, "there's a young fellow by the name of 
Cargill — John Cargill — whom, I'm going to in- 
troduce to you to-night. You'd better play with 
him — you'll find him worth your while — he's an 
original. I'm going to invite him to Nautaug this 
summer." 

" AH right," Jadie put down her make-up tools 
and touched a bell. " If you're willing to take 
him to Nautaug, he must be — who is he — where 
does he come from — what does h^ 4o — ajid what 
does he look Jike?" 
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" I don't know who he is — nobody in particu- 
lar, I guess, from the depths of middle-class 
Boston respectability — he lives somewhere in 
darkest Dorchester, I believe. I don't know what 
he does, except that he writes ripping verse — you 
see him in the magazines occasionally. He looks 
— well, he comes pretty close to being beautiful — 
absurd as it sounds of a man, from a man." 

" Sounds pretty good to me," Jadie murmured. 
" Oh, Vitaline, bring me my things, please." 

In the doorway a woman was standing. Her 
type was an arresting one. She was tall and un- 
gainly, dark but sallow-faced, with broad, flat fea- 
tures. Her coarse black hair grew in scallops over 
her brow and into her neck. She had slant Tar- 
tar eyes with expressionless, bead-fike pupils. 
Over them her thick brows locked and dipped to- 
ward her nose. There was something incongru- 
ous about her large-framed, hairy personality in 
her trig maid's costume and in its inevitable sug- 
gestion of coquetry. Her cap, delicate as a snow- 
flake, her apron a futile pretense of ruffled white 
muslin, her collar and cuffs of a fastidious fineness, 
contrasted with her air of concentration, the avid 
watchfulness of her glance. 

She answered Jadie's command with a '' Out, 
Mademoiselle," and disappeared. 

" I don't know what I'd do without Vitaline," 
Jadic said, sitting down with a sigh. With her 
little sandalled feet crossed and swinging six inches 
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from the floor, with her hands folded, for an in- 
stant's primness, in her lap, she looked like a doll. 
" She has everything I lack — a sense of responsi- 
bility — a head for detail — a conscience that's a 
combination buzz-saw and alarm-clock. I have to 
take the greatest care of her. She overworks. 
And when anything goes wrong, she nearly has 
nervous prostration. She's been sitting on Uncle 
Rex's iron box ever since it came. I told her she 
was to have entire charge of the necklace while it 
was in the house. If I don't give her explicit or- 
ders, she won't eat or sleep while it's here. If a 
burglar broke in, she'd probably swallow it." 

" She certainly does take good care of you, 
Jadie." Sears frowned. " Curious ! I have al- 
ways felt a distinct repugnance for Vitaline." 

"Why?" 

" She walks too softly — her eye-brows meet — 
she always has cotton in her ears." 

Jadie laughed as she jumped up. Immobility 
was as rare to her body as silence to her lips. She 
began to drift about the room, slowly at first, like 
a monster pink thistle-down at the mercy of a gen- 
tle breeze. But as her restless individuality as- 
serted itself — for she was full of verve, vitality, 
volatility — she began to do things. Darting 
hither and thither, she re-arranged everything that 
her restless fingers could touch. Here, with a 
grimace, a photograph was turned to the wall, 
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there, a foolish Dresden toy was pushed forward 
into prominence. She hopped one-legged, over the 
ridiculous footstools. In front of the long mirror 
she pirouetted until her whirling skirts made a 
ruffled pink top of her little body. And all the time 
she talked in the quick staccato intervals that char- 
acterized her. 

" Well, the cotton doesn't prevent her from 
hearing everything that's said to her. She for- 
gets nothing. She's my memory. She and Haw- 
kins — Marcia's butler — are together a good 
deal. I'm scared blue for fear they'll get married. 
Annie tells me all this. Annie hates Vitaline. 
* The sly-boots 1 ' she called her. She says they are 
very secret about their meetings — Hawkins and 
Vitaline. She's only caught them at it twice. 
They're clever if they can lose Annie. She's a 
shark. Annie wants Vitaline's place. That's 
what's her trouble. The other servants all adore 
Vitaline. Oh put them down, please, Vitaline. 
Now get me the necklace." 

She handed the woman a tiny key, hanging on 
a ribbon which she took from her neck. 

Vitaline went into the roomy closet, clicking on 
the light at the door. Kneeling before an iron 
chest on the floor, she unlocked it, threw back the 
cover. Inside were two square ebony boxes. One 
bore a paper label, marked in ink — DUPLI- 



44 JUNE JEOPARDY 

CATE. She lifted the boxes and snapped them 
open with the swift pressure of her thumbs upon 
the springs. 

Dim as the light was, it made a marvel of their 
contents. Vitaline stood, as if spell-bound, gap- 
ing. 

In each box lay a necklace of diamonds. Ap- 
parently they were perfect duplicates. Each neck- 
lace was made up of three strands. These strands 
were a blinding blue. Each necklace dropped six 
pendants. These pendants rang many changes of 
color, coral-pink, burnt-orange, blood-red. They 
lay — the strands — like a nest of serpents, one 
coiled within the other, exquisitely-articulated, 
tapering, flexible. They lay — the pendants — 
clustered at the centre, the marvellous spawn that 
the serpents were guarding jealously. 

There was not a white diamond among them. 

Vitaline turned on a second light, directly above 
the necklaces. They caught fire. Flame ran from 
stone to stone. It exploded through the facets in 
a shower of sparks. They seemed living things 
that, in another instant, would writhe out of the 
boxes. For a second interval, Vitaline stood gap- 
ing. 

Then she started. With an unexpected power 
of vertical elasticity, her long, gaunt body grew 
taller until it actually towered. Her head darted 
out from between her shoulders. In that position 
she seemed to stiffen. A rattlesnake about to 
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strike, a cat about to spring, a cresting wave about 
to break — her attitude suggested any of these. 
But her paralysis lasted only a second. With a 
swift clutch of her talon-like hands, she scooped 
the necklaces from the boxes. Putting them close 
to the light, she examined them in what seemed a 
frenzy of wonder, doubt, hope, passionate emotion 
of some kind. 

'^ Norn de Dieu de nom de Dieuf" she whis- 
pered. 

" Oh thank you, Vitaline. Is anything the mat- 
ter?" Jadie's tone was kindly. 

Vitaline's eyes were scintillating. In spite of a 
perceptible effort to keep her body staunch, 
some inner excitement kept breaking it into tre- 
mors: 

" Nossing, Mademoiselle/' Her voice was 
low. It shook. '' Dieu/ que (/est beau/ " She 
handed Jadie one of the ebony boxes. 

Jadie laughed with a child-like glee as she 
pressed the spring of the lock and threw back the 
cover. " You are almost as excited over them as 
I am, Vitaline." 

She pulled the fiery ropes into the light of the 
brilliant chandelier. They blazed. 

Vitaline's gaze fixed itself on the necklace. Her 
eyes — glittering — seemed to dart back and forth 
in their sockets. " Her-r-e is zee key, Mad'tnoi- 
seller 
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" Tell me at once when the auto comes, 
Vitaline." 

" Out, mademoiselle.** 

Sears turned languidly. He sat up with 
swiftness. " Lord ! Lord, they're wonderful 1 " 
he ejaculated. " The last time I saw those brio- 
lettes they were rattling about loose in a cigar- 
box. Think of it, Jadie, that foolish toy repre- 
sents one man's life-work." 

Jadie paid no attention. Again in an ecstasy 
of unrest, she was flitting about the room, dancing 
from tall pier-glass to each of the sconce-mirrors 
and back again. She held the necklace to her 
throat. She hung it over her forehead. She 
twined it in her hair. Her little jubilant face 
threw back the glitter of the gems. Sears watched 
her. 

However else Jadie might be described, she was 
— every mirror proclaimed it, in all its pride, in all 
its shame — a pretty girl. Consistently, conclu- 
sively, absolutely, pretty I For other women the 
pomp of handsome, the glory of beautiful, the priv- 
ilege of lovely, the cachet of picturesque. But for 
Jadie, first and forever, pretty. Bewitching, fas- 
cinating, enchanting, seductive, let each apply those 
secondary adjectives according to his taste, none 
could refuse her her inalienable birthright. 
Charming she might achieve, interesting she might 
have forced upon her, but pretty she was bom. 

Buried in her little brown face lay a network 
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of dimples that were the very gins of Cupid. A 
soft cleft — too deep to be shadow, too shadowy 
to be a dimple — made eternal mischief in her 
chin. A pair in her cheeks, not easily suppressed, 
beat a soundless tattoo when she talked. With 
her smile, whole groups that were mere dents, 
played about her mouth. Colonies that it took all 
her mirth to arouse, flickered at her temples. It 
was as if her laughter were an impalpable fluid 
that could break in bubbles through her skin. But 
with her anger, they seemed actually to snap. 

Sears watched her until she came to a stop under 
the chandelier. There, she took the necklace by 
its two ends and swung it mischievously. The 
ellipsoid of air that it enclosed seethed with a blue 
flame. It was slashed dazzlingly by the orange, 
red and yellow circles that were the wakes of the 
sulphurous pendants. 

As he watched, the radiance died out of her face. 
Her glee merged with thoughtfulness and both 
deepened to apprehension. She sat down on a 
little rose-brocade footstool. The necklace slipped 
from her lap to the floor. It lay still but coruscant 
— like a puddle in which a rainbow has been 
melted. 

" Sears," she asked, " do you believe that there 
could be anything in Uncle Rex's idea that there 
was a gang of burglars who were trying to rob him 
of these diamonds? " 

With her dimpled chin resting in her dimpled 
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hands, she fixed her eyes upward on her brother's 
face. 

So a pixie might interrogate a genie. 

Sears smiled down at her. " No." 

** I do," said Jadie dreamily. " I always did. 
I don't know why — just a feeling, I guess." 
Again she looked up at him in elf-like query but her 
brother made no comment. She continued. 
** When you come to think of it, Sears, what an 
extraordinary experience that was for two chil- 
dren ! To live for weeks and weeks in an atmos- 
phere made up of grated windows, burglar-alarms, 
watchmen, detectives, reporters, great Danes 
prowling round at night." 

"You're quite right, Jadie. I often think of 
it." 

" I never got used to it;" Jadie went on. " If 
anything woke me up in the middle of the night, 
I used to lie and shake in my bed. I've lain there 
in the darkness many a time and followed the man- 
euvers of imaginary burglars until I could hear 
their footsteps going by my door to Uncle Rex's 
room." 

Sears laughed. " I had a regular formula 
with which I closed, ' Now I lay me.' After all the 
God-blesses, I always said, ' And O dear God, send 
a burglar to-night.' I was in my teens before I 
stopped that." 

"How much is this worth. Sears?" Jadie 
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picked up the necklace and held it suspended from 
a pair of toy hands. 

" Half a million." 

"Good gracious! Really, Sears? Think of 
it! If there were such a gang of conspirators on 
my track, wouldn't it be dreadful? But wouldn't 
it be fun I How I'd love to outwit them 1 Think 
of the adventures I " Dimples pricked the round 
of her cheeks with their soft hollows. 

Her brother let out a bored exclamative. 

" Sears ! " Jadie's tone was brisk, accusatory. 
" Will you tell me why you're always so bored at 
everything? " 

" Certainly, my dear," he answered with com- 
posure. He sat up and fixed her with an eye 
solemn with theory. " The reason's not far to 
seek. The hot, red, mad, merry, adventurous, ro- 
mantic blood of the devil-may-care Parhytes flows 
through the right ventricle of my heart. The 
cool, languid, sad, critical, laissez fatre doubting, 
blood of the philosophic Tilestons flows through 
the left ventricle. The two streams mingle in my 
veins and reduce me to a nonentity. Think of be- 
ing alternately pulled to action and inaction by a 
line of bersekers and a line of parsons." 

" Well, if you think it's hard on you, what do 
you think it does to a pretty girl — meaning me 
— with a well-defined bump of curiosity? Only in 
my case," her face grew roguish with another en- 



50 JUNE JEOPARDY 

chanting display of dimples, ** I don't think my left 
ventricle works as hard as my right." 

" Yes, I expect you'll kick over the traces some 
day." Sears was a little grim. " We've man- 
aged so far to hold the reins over you. But I 
don't fool myself that we can keep it up long. I 
don't care — however — understand that — as 
long as you play fair and have a good time." 

" Trust me for that." She had arisen and was 
again bubbling about the room. She came over 
and gravely shook hands with her brother. '* The 
trouble with you is, Sears," she advanced the pa- 
thetic plea of immemorial women, " you haven't 
found the right girl, yet." 

Sears laughed with gentleness. " Oh pickles 1 " 
he said indulgently. 

" And we know loads of nice girls. Sears," Jadie 
pleaded. 

" We don't know one that wouldn't make a fool 
or a criminal of herself for that necklace — if she 
could get away with it." 

" No-o-o. But you'll have to allow for the 
woman and the diamond lure. Sears. To put a 
woman up against a test like that — it's like throw- 
ing a cat in a bin of catnip and expecting him to 
keep calm. It's my theory when the serpent ap- 
proached Eve in the Garden of Eden he was wear- 
ing a diamond necklace. Just stop and think of 
all the lovely girls we've met this winter." 
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" Wc haven't met one that we'd take to Nau- 
taug." 

** You're right. Well, anyway, when you do 
find HER — and I expect she'll be a poetic, paint- 
able waitress or a socialistic, glorified type-writer 
at the very least — remember I'll do the devoted 
sister-act. Heigho! Alas and a-lack-a-day ! Also 
fudge 1 Come to the masquerade, SURE ! Bring 
your beautiful young man, SURE! Find me the 
first thing, SUREl Perhaps you'll meet HER 
there. Here's the key, Sears. Take the necklace 
when you need it. I hope you'll get an adventure 
out of it." 

Scars dropped the green ribbon into his pocket. 
He yawned. He stretched. " Speaking of ad- 
ventures, Jadie, when you come to think of it, 
dreams arc your only true ones. Sleep is the 
greatest gamble on earth. You shut your eyes — 
you're off. You don't know what country you'll 
find yourself in, what people you'll meet, what 
things will happen. Perhaps after all," his tone 
seemed to ignore his sister's presence, " death's a 
sleep where the dreams are wonderful, too, only 
consistent, coherent, leading somewhere. Perhaps 
in death you can summon dreams at will." He 
came out of this revery with a bounce. Turning on 
his sister, he launched a pink cushion at her head. 
" What are your ideas about death, you pink doll, 
you?" 
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Jadic caught the cushion and threw it back. 
She made a face at him. " I never think about 
death — it's too exhausting. I told you my left 
ventricle was not overworked." 

Outside the chur-chur-chur of an approaching 
automobile, softened, stopped abruptly. 

Vitaline appeared. 

" Zee automobile eez here, Mad'tnoiselle.'^ 

Jadie slipped into the long white coat that 
Vitaline held for her. " Good hunting ! " she 
called to her brother. " May she be pretty I " 

She tripped downstairs. The front door opened 
and shut. A horn tooted presently. The auto- 
mobile whizzed off and blended with the silence of 
twilight. 

" Pretty 1 " Sears grunted. 

He lay down. 



CHAPTER V 

Tj^ROM the window of the drawing-room down- 
•*" stairs, Vitaline watched the departing automo- 
bile. As it disappeared she breathed a sigh of re- 
lief and darted to the door at the back of the hall. 
This she opened. The clatter of the servants' 
talk, animated, relaxed, care-free, came to her. 
Softly she closed the door, ran back to the front 
stairway and listened again. From upstairs 
nothing came. The whole house was wrapped in 
silence. 

Her look grew impatient. It began to direct 
itself with increasing frequency up the staircase as 
if she expected somebody to come down. But no- 
body appeared. The frown that made double fur- 
rows in her locked brows, deepened. Finally 
after a moment of irritated self-communion, she 
noiselessly reascended the stairs. 

As she approached the pink-and-silver room, her 
step grew, if possible, more cautious. It was ab- 
solutely quiet there. But the air, still perfumed 

53 



54 JUNE JEOPARDY 

from Jadie's presence, seemed to tingle with her 
brimming vitality. Vitaline's eyes slanted to the 
couch where, one arm over his eyes but other- 
wise in an attitude of complete relaxation. Sears 
slept. 

She climbed another flight of stairs. Silence 
there, as everywhere else. She went into a coquet- 
tish dressing-room that opened from a more co- 
quettish bedroom. Shutting the door, she knelt 
before it, and taking the cotton from her ear, 
thrust it into the key-hole. With elaborate care 
not to produce a sound, she made her way to the 
windows and drew down the heavy shades. This 
done, she turned up the lights, seated herself at a 
table and put the telephone-receiver to her ear. 

She murmured a number. She waited. 

When she spoke her voice was low but clear, 
though thickly-accented. 

** Zair are two bags of candee — not one — 
c^est un trouve! ^' 

She stopped. " Two bags of candee — not 
one," she repeated slowly. " Eez eet comprc- 
hen ' ? " Her voice seemed to vibrate with signifi- 
cance. " Two bags of candee," she repeated for 
the third time. 

Evidently she was interrupted from the other 
end of the line, for she listened attentively. Then, 
with a quick dash ahead, she poured into the trans- 
mitter an unintelligible flood of words — part 
French, part English, the latter a meaningless pat- 
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ter. At the end of five minutes she hung up the 
receiver. 

She knelt at the door again and, with a hair-pin, 
deftly picked the cotton from the key-hole and 
transferred it to her ears. Going softly up a third 
flight of stairs, she shut herself into the room at 
its head, locked the door, and turned up the light. 

She changed her clothes for a short walking- 
suit. Opening the trunk that filled the floor of 
her closet, she took out a hat, a long dark cloak, 
a heavy dark veil, a small bottle, a large unfolded 
handkerchief and a revoWer. 

She went downstairs again to the pink-and-silver 
room, opening the door with exquisite care. Sears 
still slept. After a reconnoitring pause, she tip- 
toed over to the closet door. 

Despite her care, Tileston's sleepy voice way- 
laid her. " Is that you Vitaline ? D'ou tombez- 

** Out, M'sieur/^ she answered softly, " I came 
to couvaire, M^sieur. It makes cold." 

She turned swiftly and dragging at the gay 
Florentine blanket that had fallen to the floor, 
tucked it about him. Tip-toeing away from the 
couch, she lowered the lights, one by one, and stole 
out. She climbed to her own room again. 

There she sat with her hands folded. 

An hour passed. 

Vitaline jumped impatiently to her feet. '^ Sacre 
mille diables! ^' she muttered, " I will not wait." 
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Seizing the handkerchief and the bottle she went 
downstairs. But with her hand on the knob of 
the door to the pink-and-silver room, she stopped, 
turned and flew noiselessly upstairs. From in- 
side had come the sound of a yawn. 

In the pink-and-silver room, Sears moved and 
muttered. Then he sat up with a cut-off exclama- 
tion and looked at his watch. 

Breathing a sigh of relief, he thrust the blanket 
away and arose. Something rolled off and hit his 
foot. He stooped and picked up a handkerchief. 
Absently he placed it in his pocket. 

" And now," he said, stretching and yawning, 
" for the Adventure of the Lady and the Dia- 
monds." 



CHAPTER VI 

T^HAT evening two men sat talking in a room 
overlooking a narrow West End street. 

The room was a large, high-studded one. Evi- 
dences that the house belonged to a period of past 
neighborhood gentility appeared in the elaboration 
of the ceiling, the cornice and the heavy, marble 
mantel-piece. It was meagerly furnished and yet 
it had a lived-in air as if its present occupant had 
spent many years in it. And in effect it was 
strongly individual. 

A piano occupied one corner and, close beside it, 
stood a big revolving globe. One towering black 
walnut bookcase was crammed with books. An- 
other was full of mineralogical specimens, all 
neatly labelled. The big centre table was bare 
but covered, sombrely enough with a cloth of 
heavy, lustrous black velvet. A small table near 
it held smoking materials, glasses, a bottle of 
Scotch, a siphon of soda. 

There were no pictures on the wall, but so many 
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maps that they hung In some places three deep. 
One, in ink, of a portion of the Back Bay of Bos- 
ton, occupied the most conspicuous space. It was 
beautifully executed and minutely faithful in de- 
tail to every street, place, alley and house. In 
places it was red-inked. In spots it was dotted 
curiously with pins. 

" Well, we're off, Jack," the older of the two 
men was saying. 

** Yes, how do you feel? " Jack turned on the 
piano-stool and struck a few idle notes. 

Jack was evidently dressed for a masquerade. 
He wore the costume of Death, a clinging, silken, 
tightly-fitting shell, ribbed like a vampire's wings. 
On this a skeleton had been outlined in luminous 
paint. His mask, which represented a skull, lay 
on the table near him. 

" Fm all in." His companion made this an- 
nouncement in a quiet tone. 

" All in ! " Jack stared and laughed. " You ! 
That's a pipe, Ebbett." He ran his hands over 
the keys in a trilling descent of many scales. 

*' I feel like a child who's going to have his hair 
cut for the first time," Ebbett went on tonelessly. 

With his right hand carrying on a monotonous, 
three-finger exercise. Jack contemplated his com- 
panion for another curious instant. 

" I guess you'll have to quit that," Ebbett said. 

Jack whistled. But he stopped playing and 
moved over to the table. There he lighted a 
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pipe. Then again he looked at Ebbett and with 
even greater seriousness. 

" Smoke? '' he offered affably. 

Ebbett made a vigorous gesture of refusal. 

"Drink?" 

** No." 

For a moment Jack puffed in silence. But he 
continued to study his companion. 

Ebbett was a man whose physical aspect invited 
and baffled study. His body, big and vigorous- 
looking, took a score from his years. His hair 
was white and it pleased him to wear it long, to 
comb it straight back from his forehead. A cas- 
ual glance relegated him to a comfortable age in 
the early forties. A more careful look put him 
well into middle life. Continued scrutiny discov- 
ered him on the verge of actual old age. 

He sat with his huge head sunk between his 
broad shoulders and his gigantic trunk crouched 
down in his big chair, his profile cutting as bold 
as a blade through the shock of his wiry hair. 
What, with this attitude and his eyes, expressionless 
as a pair of pebbles and half covered by their thin 
wrinkled lids, fixed on the flame of the unshaded 
student lamp. Jack was incongruously reminded of 
an enormous condor who, from the shelter of his 
nictitating membrane, painlessly contemplates the 
sun. 

Jack arose and turned the light low. As he 
moved back to his chair, the black of his costume 
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melted into the shadow. The skeleton, painted on 
it, came out with a gleam. Sitting down, he gave 
the sinister effect of a live head perched on a lu- 
minous bony structure. 

He was a very different type, even if his youth 
had not distinguished him sharply from his com- 
panion. He was tall, too, but slight, and rest- 
lessly agile as if his limbs were strung on nerves 
instead of bones. His black costume covered his 
neck and head and came close about his face, leav- 
ing its clean-shaven oval unmitigatedly exposed. 
It was a face so lineless that if it had not been for 
the eyes, it would have been as non-committal as 
a stone mask. Even the eyes had the same with- 
holding look but they gave it light and animation. 
They were wide-open, bright, blue-hazel in color, 
full of varying lights and shifting expressions. 

** Everything's running smooth ? " he protested 
in a questioning voice. 

"Smooth as silkl" Ebbett's comment was 
quiet enough but this very quiet seemed to betray 
a boiling mental turbulence. " Still nothing's sure 
yet. Here's the thing." 

He began to sum up the situation with the ab- 
sence of hesitation and in the introspective voice 
of one who has been going over it ceaselessly for 
his own reassurance. His use of the present tense 
showed that he was visualizing his own narrative. 
As he spoke he brought his hands together and 
sat gently tapping their finger-tips. These same 
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faultlessly-manicured hands helped to reveal his 
age. Although the nails were lustrous, the flesh 
about the knuckles looked waxy, their inner surface 
was shrunken and bloodless. 

" The diamonds are delivered in an iron box by 
two messengers at four o'clock this afternoon at 
Miss Tileston's house. Miss Tileston opens the 
box in Vitaline's presence. Vitaline gets only one 
look at the necklace. She sees that the paste du- 
plicate is a perfect imitation. All right ! ^' 

He paused. Jack nodded. 

'* While the box is still open. Miss Tileston is 
called out of the room to the telephone. She is 
gone several minutes. Vitaline manages to change 
the necklace from one box to the other and to get 
an impression in wax of the key before she comes 
back. Miss Tileston locks the box in Vitaline's 
presence, ties the key on a green ribbon, hangs it 
on her neck. She puts the box in the closet, lead- 
ing out of the living room. There the necklace is 
now. All right!" 

He paused again. Jack nodded again. 

" Miss Tileston tells Vitaline two things : that 
she is going to put the necklace in her care while 
it's in the house and that she is going to lend it to 
her friend Miss Abbot who is going to the Wrex- 
merc masquerade as Cleopatra. So much I'm 
sure of — Vitaline has managed to 'phone it all. 
All right 1" 

He arose and walked over to the map that hung 
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on the wall. Absently he followed a street or two 
with his finger. To a locality that already bristled 
he added another pin. Then he came back to his 
chair. 

*' The rest is problematical. Now it is likely 
that either of two things will happen." His 
voice had lost its ring of certainty. " When Miss 
Tileston wants her necklace, she may get it herself, 
or she may ask Vitaline to get it. We're gam- 
bling on the chance that she won't open the box 
and discover the duplicate until she gets out to the 
Wrexmeres. If she goes off with the duplicate, 
Vitaline will simply pick up the iron box and hand 
it on to Hawkins, or come straight here with it. 
If Miss Tileston takes the real necklace with her, 
we must follow on her trail all night until we get 
It. If we fail there — then, manana — but we 
won't fail — it's a hundred-to-one shot. We 
won't fail — I've a hunch that I'm going to hold 
those blue briolettes in my hand before to-morrow. 
That's what's putting the crimp in me. If we 
were going to fail, I'd be cool as a cucumber." 

His transparent eyelids went up, and his eyes, 
youthfully blue, danced with enthusiasm. 

Jack knocked the ashes out of his pipe and re- 
filled it in a long, meditative pause. ** You cer- 
tainly have played the long game, Ebbett," he 
commented admiringly. 

" Yes, it's been a long game but never a tedious 
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one. Parhyte certainly gave me a run for my 
money. I've often wished I knew him." 

" You did meet him? " 

** Scores of times. But he was as unapproach- 
able as an iceberg. In fact, he looked as if he 
were made of ice. Temperamentally we were the 
two poles. I could never make any impression as 
man to man. And then it was his policy to avoid 
all other diamond collectors. No, I never broke 
through his guard. I have sat beside him at din- 
ner many times. I used to amuse myself by won- 
dering what he would have said if he could have 
read my thoughts." 

" I suppose," Jack said between thoughtful 
puffs, ** that at any moment you both could have 
brought out — a fortune in diamonds — from 
your pockets." 

Ebbett laughed a leisurely soundless laugh. 
" Yes, I've thought of that. Of course I always 
carried some stones in my clothes. It was on the 
tip of my tongue to challenge him again and again. 
That reminds me — I told you if you were good 
that some day I would show you some diamonds 
that were diamonds." 

He arose and disappeared into a closet. Jack 
puffed, thoughtfully, his eye bent, with considering 
sternness on nothing. Sounds came out of the 
closet in a moment, the fitting of keys into key- 
holes, the jarring of locks^ the grating of drawers. 
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Ebbett emerged presently, carrying a trio of 
small, steel, tray-like drawers. They were packed 
with what looked like seidlitz powders. But as, 
with delicate deft movements, he unfolded these 
packages, they proved to be made up of double 
sheets of parchment paper. He dropped their 
contents one by one into their trays — they fell 
with a clicking tinkle against the steel. He 
emptied these in groups on the table. Suddenly 
he snapped on a light in the hanging bulb. On 
the black velvet cloth scores of diamonds were 
winking and coruscating in a careless composition 
of fire and dew. 

" Great Scott! " Jack muttered. 

" Here are the old ones." Ebbett indicated 
the first group with a tapping forefinger. " Going 
some, ain't it?" he demanded. "How about 
these? And these? And these?" His voice 
was a sneer and a jeer and a challenge all in one. 
" What do you know about that for an amateur 
collection ? " 

The collection did indicate a taste, catholic as 
to color, cut, shape and size. Moreover it indi- 
cated as definite an enjoyment of the less luminous 
antique styles as for the arresting modem types. 
They ranged from the rough stone of thirty 
carats that looked like a piece of water-washed 
glass to gems flawlessly shaped and faceted. Of 
the latter every cut was represented. 

There were mediaeval stones that were mimic 
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reproductions of the diamonds in the clasp of the 
royal mantle of Charlemagne. These were so 
crude that they offered to the light the mere 
natural plane of the octahedron, only partially 
polished. There were diamonds of a later time, 
beginning to show a furtive modern sheen. 
These had been wrenched by pilfering hands from 
church ornaments. Their upper surfaces were 
table-like, cut with four polished borders. Their 
lower sides were four-sided prisms or pyramids. 
There was a shield-shaped diamond from a moyen- 
age reliquary, a diamond in the form of a round 
mirror from a Renaissance salt-cellar, thick dia- 
monds with four faces, diamonds, six and eight- 
sided that displayed the simple, experimental art 
of the inventor of facets, Louis de Berquem. 
There were diamonds that copied the " perfect 
cut " of the Beau Sancy, fashioned by the same 
master. There were diamonds that imitated in 
miniature the Tenth Mazarin, sole survivor of a 
peerless dozen. There were the unassertive old- 
fashioned cushion and table cuts, gleaming like 
ice in the light, the quaint, glistening ** portrait " 
stones, loot from some storied, years-old brooch 
or bracelet, flat diamonds of oriental shape, their 
four upper edges beveled like ancient Venetian 
mirrors. 

There were stones like tiny opening rose-buds 
that mi^ht have been carved by fairies from 
frozen tears. These were rose-cut and they in- 
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eluded the single rose, from whose star-facets the 
light struck countless glitters, the double rose, the 
Dutch, Antwerp, Brabant, the rose-recoupce and 
the Twentieth-Century rose. 

There were dozens of brilliants, elfin monuments 
carved to the memory of their Venetian inventor, 
Vincenzio Penizzi, diamonds that might have 
been' dew-drops dashed on to the parchment 
from some rose-leaf, retaining their exquisite 
drop symmetry against every temptation of 
gravity and istill shining with the faint pink 
of their floral birthplace. There were brilliants 
of single, double, old-English, square, star, Ameri- 
can and Twentieth-Century cuts. 

There was a pair of ochre-yellow brillonettes 
that glimmered like molten gold, a single pende- 
loque, olive-colored and of a radiant sheen, a 
dazzling violet rondelle, a flickering fire-colored 
marquise and an irregular black diamond that 
glared like a drop of ink from all this iridescence. 
There were besides these, conventionally formed, 
others in fancy moulds, a citron-colored heart, a 
straw-yellow triangle, a cinnamon-brown key-stone. 
And the colors of these gems ran the gamut from 
the flashing pure white of stones of the first-water, 
downwards through scintillant canary, sombrely- 
glowing amber, hot-looking red-browns, sullen, 
rutilant stones, flaming with orange and scarlet 
and, upwards,, through shimmering rose to the 
flare of gems the color of absinthe, through apple- 
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green, pale and beaming, to the sparkling white 
again. Queening them all was a big velvety blue 
diamond so deep in hue that it was only differen- 
tiated from the sapphire by the fierceness of the 
peacock glints in its glistening heart. 

"Great Scott! " Jack muttered again. 

"What do you think of that?" Neatly Eb- 
bett nipped one of the brilliants from the table 
with a pair of miniature tongs. " How's that for 
a fancy stone? *' 

" By Jove, it's an angry-looking brute. It's the 
color of blood and destruction." 

" From where you sit you get the red in it, but 
it's not a red diamond," Ebbett protested fer- 
vently. He moved it skillfully about so that the 
light clutched at every facet. " It's not a yellow 
diamond or even a blue one — it Is a little of all 
three. It's a beauty. I was a week dickering for 
that. When I first saw it, it's color was smoth- 
ered by the old cut. But I could see what I could 
make out of it and I couldn't rest until I got hold 
of it. After I bought it, I recut it." 

" If it were only larger," Jack commented re- 
gretfully. 

" Larger 1 " Ebbett snorted. 

Jack had recovered from the daze into which 
the display of diamonds had plunged him. He 
took up his pipe again. Ebbett hfTTjji, tci iffyjk, jiP 

his treasures. J^^A ^^ ^^^^V 

" You know," Jack went fiWt^ M tlifasefl^ \ 
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smile, " I don't belong to the diamond-cult. A 
diamond attracts me in direct proportion to the 
amount of money it represents. If I could get to 
the Kohinoor or the Orloff or the Regent now — " 

" The Kohinoor, the Regent, the Orloff 1 " Eb- 
bett repeated the names in a tone so contemptuous 
that Jack burst into involuntary laughter. " Oh 
IVe been all through the passion for the big 
stone," he went on condescendingly. " I've made 
my pilgrimages to every big diamond that they let 
the public look at. But I guess that's all out of 
my system now. I'll admit when I can't sleep 
at night my favorite game is to try to figure out 
what I could have done with the Kohinoor. Why, 
do you know that Hortensio Borgio, a dub of a 
Venetian, reduced that stone from seven hundred 
and ninety-three carats to one hundred and eighty- 
six carats and ruined it in the process." 

His hobby had him now and he leaned forward 
so that his big body bunched in his chair, as un- 
mindful of bodily discomfort as a child. Jack 
watched enthusiasm flame in his eyes in silent en- 
joyment. 

** Coster cut it down to a hundred and six carats 
and he bungled it so that he ought to have been 
whipped. I believe both the Kohinoor and the 
Star of the South would have made a much better 
showing cut like the Sancy. While we're talking 
abput thjpVig stgne, I'll have to admit that I'm 
ieatei^ vith dW^hy about the Braganza — I'd 
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give a finger for the chance to find out whether it's 
a white topaz or not, Vd give a good deal to get 
a look at the Mattan, too. But that's only an in- 
terest of mere curiosity. When you come to a 
stone like the Hope Blue, or the Dresden Green, 
or the Austrian Yellow, or the Russian Red — 
that's a different matter. Those stones are both 
big and beautiful. Why, do you know," he 
seemed to impale his companion with his scathing 
glare, ** that the Hope diamond weighed fifty 
carats at first, but successive cuttings to bring out 
its brilliance have brought it down to about twenty. 
Without doubt the Duke of Brunswick's Blue 
Drop was stolen off of it. If they had only known 
how to do it in the firsjt place, they might have 
split it into two and then we would have had two 
Hope diamonds. A man that would steal a good 
diamond and then commit mayhem on it ought to 
be lynched." 

Jack laughed again. He was smoking peace- 
ably by this time. 

" Lucky devil that you can laugh. Don't ever 
let yourself fall under the spell," Ebbett admon- 
ished him. " The influence of the diamond is 
more baleful than anything else in the world. 
Men may recover from the havoc that women or 
drugs or drink make but you can't beat the dia- 
mond-game. Think of me, man, I've been 
twenty-five years on the trail of the Parhyte dia- 
monds. I've not seen many East Indian briolettes 
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— they're not common in the Occident — and 
when I think of three strands of perfectly matched 
blue ones — God, it makes me tremble." 

" I suppose," Jack said, " If you'd been Sin- 
bad the Sailor, when you woke up in the Valley 
of Diamonds, you would have gone plumb loco. 
Well, I've seen a bug or two in my day, but you — 
how'd you come to get so dippy ? " 

" Oh naturally enough, out of the kind of life 
I've led, I suppose. I've been collecting for forty 
years. Do you remember that passage in Steven- 
son's ' New Arabian Nights ' ? One of the char- 
acters says that he's hunted tigers, elephants and 
women, but the diamond is the tallest quarry of 
the lot. It's true. I started out as a lapidary, 
you know. I loved the work and I've done some 
fancy jobs in my day. Do you see those dia- 
monds?" 

He pushed towards Jack a pair of pear-shaped, 
amber-brown gems. 

" Look at the holes in them — they're one two- 
thousandth of a centimeter in diameter. I drilled 
those holes thirty years ago. I was the only work- 
man they could get to do it and they tried Ant- 
werp, London and New York. I tell you a man 
can't be nervous or drunk when he is working on a 
job like that. A mistake of a hair's breadth and 
your diamond may be shattered to flinders. But 
I guessed right. I always did guess right. Some- 
thing inside told me where to stop, when to go on 
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— the same power that makes a man a good sur- 
geon, I suppose." 

Jack looked at the hands that had performed 
these miracles of delicate workmanship. Big they 
were now in their age-shrunken thinness. What 
must they have been in the fullness of Ebett's 
physical prime? He seemed to see them — big, 
hairy, blunt-tipped, moving with an exquisite, 
trained skill, in glittering Liliputian areas. 

" I fell in love with these stones when I was 
working on them. They're a high-spirited pair. 
See, the blood at the heart of them. When they 
came on the market again I bought them. Oh 
but man, man — talk of diamond cutting — I used 
to take all kinds of fancy jobs in those days. 
Nothing was too hard for me. I had a pride in 
doing what nobody else had done." 

"What for instance?" Jack prodded him. 
Ebbett's hobby had him going full tilt again. Jack 
had only to throw in a question now and then, a 
grunt, or even a mere understanding look. 

" Well, I made a watch once out of rock crystal. 
It took two years of steady work to do that. 
Twenty-five years ago, I ruled the first two mi- 
crometer plates ever used and I made the tools to 
do it with. When I did that, I had to lock my- 
self in my work-room because a draught from a 
door or a window, anybody coming in, would 
lower the temperature enough to make my lathe 
contract. That would spoil all the work I'd done. 
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I have put a hole through a ruby one seven-thou- 
sandth of a centimeter in diameter and I have put 
an edge on a diamond so fine that it would rule 
fifty thousand lines to the inch. I had plenty of 
patience then — I'd work away polishing a dia- 
mond facet for two days sometime before I could 
manage to strike the grain." 

He stopped for breath. 

" How'd you get away from that kind of 
work? " Jack threw in adroitly. 

" After a while I got a chance to travel for a 
diamond firm. By speculation and by dint of in- 
vesting every cent I could get and by the exercise 
of judicious * sweating,' I began to gather a very 
pretty collection of stones. And all this time, I 
was growing more and more dotty about dia- 
monds. At any point I would give up seeing the 
prettiest woman in the world for the sight of a 
fancy stone. I came on from the West, when I 
was sick too, just to see the Hope Blue when it was 
exhibited in New York. But after a while mere 
size began to count for nothing with me as mere 
beauty does now. I want age and beauty both, 
ril take size too, of course, if I can get it. I love 
to take a virgin stone and see what I can do with 
it." 

" Did you marry?" 

" Of course — the more fool I — and had a 
child. But that didn't hold me long. My wife 
used to say that I'd sell the baby anytime for a 
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good diamond. Oh how I've itched to get hold 
of some of those eastern stones to see what I could 
make of them. But it takes a king's influence and 
almost a king's fortune to treat with the princes 
of India. Rex Parhyte had the money and the 
influence. He took a trip every two years to 
India. He was hand in glove with the rajahs. 
He invested huge sums in big diamonds to tempt 
them to exchange their briolettes. He had been 
making that famous blue collection for forty years 
and for twenty-five of them I've been on their 
track. I've just naturally got to have those stones. 
I intend to let nothing stand in the way." 

"How about murder?" Jack asked, smiling at 
him. 

Ebbett's response was a laugh and a *' Vwe la 
bagatelle! '' 

" I get a picture of you in your old age," Jack 
said with conviction, " starving in a garret with 
the briolettes in a bag about your neck." 

Ebbett laughed. " Perhaps," he conceded. 
" It's all in the day's work. They say that Prince 
Potemkin — he was as daffy as I — used to sit 
alone in the long winter evenings when he was an 
old man and play with his diamonds. He'd make 
circles, crosses, all kinds of figures out of them. 
He'd study each stone as often as he moved it. 
He'd frequently amuse himself for hours by pour- 
ing them out of one hand into another as a child 
plays with shells." 
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*' I suppose that's what Parhyte did," Jack said 
thoughtfully. 

" It's what anybody does who loves diamonds 
well enough to make a collection. Parhytc's pro- 
totype was the Duke of Brunswick, though. He 
had five hundred thousand pounds worth of stones 
and he had the same terror of thieves that 
Parhyte had. He had lived in a house that was 
a marvel in its protection against fire and thieves. 
First it was surrounded by a high thick wall on the 
top of which was a chevaux-de-frise so arranged 
that if anybody touched one of the spikes a bell 
immediately began to ring. This alone cost him 
two thousand pounds. Second, he kept his stones 
in a safe let into the wall back of his bed. Third, 
if anybody had attempted to force the safe four 
guns would have been discharged. Fourth, the 
discharge of these guns rang an alarm in every 
room in the house. Fifth, his bedroom door could 
be opened by only one man. Sixth, a case of 
twelve revolvers stood always by his bed. How's 
that for a foxy old bird? " 

** Great ! For a fact, it sounds like Parhyte." 

** Yes, Parhyte had all that talent for defense. 
That's what's made such sport of the round-up of 
the briolettes. It's like a game of chess between 
experts — a game and a fight too. Parhyte won 
— damn him — as long as he lived. I would 
have liked to win from him, though. It's so easy 
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now that there's almost no sport in It. It's like 
jacking deer. We're sure to make a killing with 
that rattle-pated girl and her swell-headed 
brother." 

" Where are you going? " Jack drummed on 
the table. He eyed the gems there with a tol- 
erant, accepting gaze. "Antwerp?" 

" Probably. I think I'll dispose of part of this 
collection there. Some of them will have to be 
cut up or they'll be recognized. Then I'm going 
to take the rest to India and have some fun with 
the rajahs myself. I'll tote Vitaline along. 
She'll be a great help." 

*' She's a wonder," Jack accorded heartily. 
** It's something great how she manages — that 
cipher of hers — her command of French — her 
good English and the French accent that she affects 
with her English. And the cool way she phones us 
direct. Where did you get her? " 

" In New York. Her father was a Midi 
Frenchman, but her mother was a Maine woman. 
Vitaline's a queer combination of the two." 

" Did you ever notice how much she looks like 
Rachel?" 

" You're right." 

Ebbett began to gather up his diamonds and 
Jack asked no more questions. For a while the 
only sound in the room was the tinkle of the gems, 
the dry rattle of the papers. 
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There was a tattoo on the door. 

" Corny," Jack said. " I heard a cab come 
up." 

Hurrying noiselessly, Ebbett gathered the treas- 
ure from the table and disappeared into the closet. 
" Come," he called over his shoulder. 

The man who entered had a round, featureless, 
pock-marked face and round eyes, with a look 
vaguely-good natured in them. There was no ex- 
change of remarks, for suddenly the telephone 
rang. Its quick imperative call seemed to run 
along the nerves of its auditors. They started 
and stopped talking. Ebbett seized the receiver. 

** It's Vitaline," he informed them. 

A hush fell on the other two. They watched 
him. 

He started suddenly and his teeth came together 
with a click. 

As he bent his head to a greater degree of at- 
tention his long, white hair fell forward and con- 
cealed his face. It was impossible to tell whether 
it was good or bad news that was coming over 
the magic wire. 

" I savvy," he said. Again he listened. 
''Eccol'' 

In another instant he turned to them a face 
which, in color and expression, bore no relation to 
the gray^ lack-luster mask of a moment before. 
His aspect was fire and flame. Every line had 
smoothed out of his skin. His cheeks glowed with 
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the radiant hues of youth. His blue eyes spark- 
led. He was vital with hope, electric with energy, 
dynamic with determination. 

" Now listen." He leaned forward and made 
an announcement that brought the other men with 
a startled leap to their feet. " Listen 1 " he com- 
manded imperiously as both burst out into dis- 
ordered talk. 

For a minute or two he simply gave orders, his 
voice rarely rising to the height of an inflection or 
sinking to the depth of an emphasis. The words 
were carefully enunciated, although they came in 
a purring, breathy flow. 

" Now, Jack, get out to the Wrexmeres at once. 
Speed her up 1 Don't forget to change your num- 
ber 1 Telephone here for news if you get a 
chance." 

Jack arose and seized the automobile cap and 
goggles that lay on the chair. Diving into them 
he rushed out of the house. 



CHAPTER VII 

'T^HETHRY walked slowly down Beacon 
Street. There was no moon, but the sky 
arched high, light, stiff with many stars. From 
the little quadrangles of green at her right came a 
fragrance that seemed to thicken the atmosphere: 
it was like walking in a dry, scented fog. After 
a while the scarf on her head became heavy and 
hot. She loosened it over her ears until it fell 
in a soft huddle about her neck. Crossing at 
Arlington Street, she turned up Commonwealth 
Avenue. 

Whatever there had been of perturbed revery 
in her air had by this time disappeared. She 
walked lightly. She hummed a frolicsome French 
tune. 

^^ Sur le pont d! Avignon 
Tout le monde y danse en rondel 

There seemed to be nobody in the park which 
makes of this spacious boulevard a. double street. 

78 
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She strolled in under the trees. As she made her 
way up the path, she stopped to stare smilingly 
at the statues that stolidly choked her progress. 
With the exception of Alexander Hamilton who, 
for a moment, sobered her look, none held her 
long. 

She sat down on this bench and that; but always 
after a few seconds, as if some demon of restless- 
ness obsessed her, she arose and sauntered on. 
Finally she returned to the sidewalk. Most of the 
houses were closed and boxed for the summer. 
These presented fronts of unremitting gloom. 
But she glanced curiously Into the lighted windows 
whose curtains, by their texture and arrangement, 
permitted the indulgence of a discreet curiosity. 

And all the time she kept up a mental mono- 
logue that sometimes split into dialogue as if she 
held converse with a submerged personality. 
Soundless but not wordless, her mind seemed to 
crave an embodiment of her ideas in actual 
phrases, in sentences. 

" Now an adventure would quite restore me," 
she mused, '' although In my opinion, this is not 
the night for adventures to happen. I think the 
air should be sullen, the sky overcast. There 
should be a plaintive moon, a sad fall of moon- 
light, perhaps here and there a sulky star. But 
what's the use of blaming the weather? Ad- 
ventures come to the adventurous. If you're the 
born child of romance, you're bound to get them 
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— you can't keep them away. You're like a 
charged electric wire — contact with a conductor 

— however mean or common — means a splut- 
tering streak of red and green fire. And it's not 
a matter of sex, I'm sure. Many women want 
adventures as much as I do and some of them 
have had them. 

"There's Mademoiselle de Maupin, for in- 
stance — she's a perfect example of the Wander- 
lust in women — a born prl-buccaneer. Rosa- 
lind follows a close second, only it was her own 
safety that compelled her to go a- vagabonding. 
Oh there were plenty of Elizabethan women who 
put on doublet and hose, but it was mainly unre- 
quited love, urging them to follow some handsome 
rogue or other — not sheer love of adventure — 
not sheer ache for romance. Portia had it in her, 
in a way, but Imogen and Marianna — no — 
their legs may have worn hose but their spirits 
never did. Mademoiselle actually did the thing 

— the way a man does — the way I want to do 
it. 

" I suppose that women tramps and shoplifters 
are the only lady-adventurers nowadays. Now I 
wonder if I got into boy's clothes how long it 
would be before I'd be in the newspapers and the 
police station. Or I might, without bothering 
with disguise, hold up the first man who comes 
along and demand an adventure." 

Her quick car caught the clatter of footsteps 
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resounding in the hollow street. She peered 
across to the sidewalk. 

" My shoe-ribbon has pulled loose from the 
buckle. Why don't I stop that attractive young 
man who is swinging towards me»-and ask him to 
tie it ? And the ice, thus broken, this : * My dear 
young man, I am out in search of adventures — 
can't you provide me with one? A pretty one, 
please — something that will do us both credit. 
I'm the most fastidious woman in the world.' 

" He's just opposite now. Thethry, I stump 
you to it. Here goes: Onel Twol Three 1! 

" Coward 1 Poltroon 1 Paper-sport 1 

" How do you know but what that was the 
time that Romance touched you on the shoulder 
and once spurned will never come again ? 

" But there's something to be said in excuse of 
my cowardice. Now suppose he had merely 
looked embarrassed and said, ' Really — ah — 
you must pardon me — ah — but I'm on the way 
— ah — to take my fiancee to the Pop Concert' 

" There are three risks a woman runs that keep 
me from it. First, that he'll think unpleasant 
things. Second, that he'll offend. Third, that 
he'll tell. No, it isn't that at all — I'm not such 
a baby as that — I think I have the convictions 
of my courage — it's my settled belief that he'll 
be stupid and embarrassed, that he won't play up. 

** I can think of so much nicer things that ought 
to happen to me than ever will happen, I'm sure. 
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" And anyway I wouldn't care for an adventure 
that came that way. I want to feel that it's casual 
and accidental, on the surface (oh here's the 
woman in me) — that it has every fleeting charm 
that chance can lend to such a meeting but that, 
underneath, it's predestined, inevitable. I hate 
chance as all women do. I want to feel — (what 
a goose a man would think mel) that he — the 
hero of my adventure — and I have been borne 
along on two currents of time that started when 
the world began, that we have been nearing each 
other gradually ever since, rushing as fast as only 
time can rush through eternity. Somehow I feel 
sixteen to-night — only with all of nearing thirty 
added on. That, at the exquisitely-apposite, per- 
fect moment — not an instant later — not a 
second earlier — we shall meet and know each 
other and not pass on. How my blood races — 
there's a tingle in the air to-night. 

" 1 wonder if men ever have thoughts like 
these? I suppose they don't. I wonder if 
women ever have thoughts like these? I suppose 
they don't. I suppose there was never anybody 
like me. Oh dear me how tired I am of just men 
and women ! I wish there were a third sex. 

^* Ah, there's a house with a lighted doorway. 
Why don't I ring the bell and tell them that I 
have suddenly been attacked with amnesia and 
don't remember who I am — they'd simply have 
to invite me in then," 
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An unlighted house beyond this, its front a huge 
bulge of white marble, caught her shifting glance. 
As she looked, the door opened and a young man, 
bareheaded and in evening clothes, stood in the 
illumination. He glanced searchingly in the op- 
posite direction, up the street and then down. 
His gaze arrested itself at Thethry. A second 
he stopped to stare. Then he descended the stairs 
swiftly and stood, in an expectant attitude, on the 
lower one, his eyes still bent on her. One hand 
clutched a small object. It rested on the newel- 
post. 

It immediately flashed to her with the force of 
conviction that he was waiting for her to approach 
to within speaking distance. 

At the thought a thrill ran through her body. 
Suddenly the voiceless night, the unpeopled street, 
began to tingle with potential romance. 

** It's coming," she apprised herself grimly. 
" Something is going to break. I'm afraid. Oh 
no, I'm not afraid. I wish I had to walk a whole 
mile, this feeling of anticipation is so exciting. 
I'm sure the thing itself, whatever it is, won't be 
so nice." 

She kept her eyes steadily fixed on his. As 
steadily fixed, his eyes remained on her. She 
studied him as openly and minutely as he studied 
her. 

" He'll do," she decided, " I wonder if I will." 

Three things she saw at once. He was dis- 
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tinguished. He was daring. He was dark. He 
was, she judged, a few years older than herself. 
Every detail that made for expression in his face 
was pronounced. This quality italicized its mas- 
sive upper half; it diminished the sensitiveness of 
line and curve of the more delicate lower part. 
Yet all — the eyebrows, firmly outlined and black 
running into a triangular frown in the middle of 
his forehead, the close-cropped moustache, the 
supplementing tuft on his lower lip, the virile 
abundance of hair tumbling on his forehead 
— all added units of definite value to its compo- 
sition. His expression puzzled her. It presented 
a subtle compound to his scrutiny. Worn, rest- 
less, alert, impatient, acerb, there was yet — she 
looked carefully — no trace of cynicism and ennui. 

Thethry had an odd two-fold impulse to quicken 
her pace but she did not give in to it. It came in 
part from a sensation, parallel in growth to her ad- 
vance, that her own volition was subsiding with a 
gentle wave-like motion. In addition she felt 
as if an irresistible magnet that lay behind those 
brilliant narrow eyes were dragging her forward. 

** I beg your pardon — may I speak with you a 
moment ? " he asked. 

Thethry, keenly sensitive, in the sudden awaken- 
ing of her whole nervous system, noted the voice. 
It seemed a sound curiously naked. It was rein- 
forced by an articulation curiously surefooted. It 
would have been a little hard if this, in turn, had 
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not been minimized by a meditative drawl. This 
came between the phrases, suggesting an effort in 
talking rather than in thinking. 

" Certainly," Thethry permitted with what she 
immediately felt to be a too-great alacrity. She 
paused inquiringly. 

" I am pledged to deliver this," the hand on 
the newel-post gestured slightly and Thethry per- 
ceived that it was holding a small wooden box, 
" — at 99 Louisburg Square by a quarter after 
eight. It happens that I can't take it myself. 
You see there are only twenty minutes in which to 
get down there. I came out resolved to throw 
myself on the mercy of a passer-by. You are the 
first — the only one in short. May I ask this 
favor of you ? " 

Thethry met his gaze piercingly. " I am very 
glad to do it," she said. 

" I should tell you," his manner was a little de- 
liberate, "that there are articles of great value 
and of great importance in this box and that — " 
he paused as if not daring quite to go on. 

" You mean that there may be danger," 
Thethry broke in breathlessly. 

" Only the potential danger that comes of 
having such things in your possession. I don't 
think you need worry about that. It's only fair 
though to let you know as much of the situation 
as I may with honor. Does that weaken your 
decision? " 
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On the contrary — quite perceptibly — it 
bolsters it. Oh but can't you guarantee some 
danger ? " Thethry*s voice wheedled. Her smile 
coerced. 

A kind of glow brightened his eyes. If his lips 
had moved she felt the glow would have irradi- 
ated his whole face. They did not move, but she 
knew that, inwardly, he was laughing. 

" Fm afraid not." His tone was regretful. 

" Oh — one thing more ! " she demanded. 
" If you can't guarantee me danger, can't you 
guarantee me an interesting man — another in- 
teresting man?" she amended gallantly. 

The lambent light again brightened his eyes. 
" I can promise you six," he answered with prompt- 
ness and decision. 

She held out her hand for the box. " Quick! " 
she implored. 

Even after her fingers had clasped it, he held its 
end. His brown eyes bored perplexedly into hers 
and his triangular frown grew deep with menace. 
Then his hand dropped away. 

Turning, Thethry hurried down the Avenue. 

An indefinable exterior Sense of Things told her 
that he stood, immobile, watching her flying figure. 
It told her, she fancied, the exact instant when he 
ran up the stairs. Immediately, at any rate, she 
looked back. He had disappeared. 

It had all seemed a game while they talked. 
Now that she was alone, her body shook with the 
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excitement that ran, pinpricking, through her 
veins. Her whole mind was in confusion. Her 
thoughts jostled one another. They whispered. 
They hinted. They threatened. What did it all 
mean ? Could it be a joke ? Probably. Still — 
suppose it were a serious matter after all. 

She examined the box. About eight inches 
long, by four wide and deep, it was made of lac- 
quer, the background of green, and figured in gold 
with conventionalized three-leaved sprigs like 
clover. She saw that it had no lock. Her fingers 
moved on the surface. 

Her breath came a little quicker. What could 
be in it? Curiosity wrestled with her sense of 
propriety, of honesty, of prudence. AH kinds of 
sophistries insinuated themselves into the argument 
and confused the issue. One moment it seemed 
as if the Fates themselves had put this delicate 
challenge into her hands — oh she must open the 
box and yet — and yet — the next moment she 
was half afraid of what she should find in it. 
That only made the situation more piquant. For 
a tantalizing half-second she stood stark. Then, 
again, her fingers moved over the glassy lacquer. 

She felt the cover wobble under her touch. 

She walked close to an electric light and opened 
the box. 

Her first impression was that it was full of fire 
— fire that was not flame but liquid — fire that 
had bubbled and crystalized — fire that could run 
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in harmless globules, prismatic, plethoric, from 
corner to corner of the shining jet-black exterior. 

Her next was that it was crammed with dia- 
mond3. 

Her next — but then a panic clutched her. She 
re-covered the box and slipped it under one of her 
full sleeves. 

The tumult in her mind changed to frenzy. 
Conjecture sprang up hydra-headed. It clamored 
a hundred explanations. It battled with reason. 
It conquered. It kept reiterating with its many 
tongues that she had a fortune in her possession. 
The knowledge scared her, but with her fear came 
a sense of exhilaration. It was sweet — almost 
poignantly sweet. It stung her vividly awake. 

Something at last had happened. Oh beauti- 
ful 1 Oh wonderful 1 She was making history 
for herself. Perhaps for others. Her frail body 
was under the very knives of destiny. Would 
they cut her ? 

Were the diamonds loose or set? She could 
not remember. And yet she had a vague im- 
pression, that became definite the moment she tried 
to reason it away, that they were set. Was she 
the receiver of stolen goods? Perhaps at that 
very moment the police were searching the house 
she had left. Her fellow-conspirator had seemed 
in no undue haste though. Perhaps he was clever 
enough to conceal his panic. Were the diamonds 
really as wonderful as they had seemed? 
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Curiosity that faded resolution to a shadow, 
curiosity that melted prudence to a mist, curiosity 
that was sheer hunger whipping indecision to 
action goaded her to another look at the jewels. 

Not far away a house with a hooded vestibule, 
decorously lighted, presented itself to her avid 
glance. Quickly she crept into it. She recalled 
with a smile that this was the house whose bell, a 
few minutes since, she had considered ringing in 
search of adventures. With her back to the street, 
she tremblingly opened the box and turned out the 
contents. They fell In a long glittering festoon 
from her fingers. 

She stood, as from time immemorial women 
have stood in the presence of the diamond — ab- 
sorbed. 

It was a necklace of three strands, solid with 
diamonds, strung on gold wires, perfectly matched 
pear-shaped stones that gave out a blue light, 
fairly unearthly. From the upper strand fell three 
pendants, from the second, two larger, from the 
lower a single one that was a huge oval cut from a 
solid gem. And this seemed sinister — a dia- 
mond and yet of such a sulphurous, tawny hue that 
it seemed as if it must give out heat as well as 
light. 

Still Thethry looked and then, like a beast of 
prey leaping out of the dark, a new idea had her in 
its maw. Could it be? Oh no, life could not be 
so cruel as that. Frantically she held the necklace 
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up to the light. The shape of the stones, their 
color, the holes that the wires ran through. It 
must me — it must be — 

And then — 

Something strange crept into the fiery flood that 
was foaming through her veins. It curdled it. 
It froze it. She realized that she was not alone. 

Her gaze sped upward. Simultaneously, in- 
side the house the faint light grew brighter. The 
door opened noiselessly. A face appeared. 

It was a long, yellow face, clean-cut, clean- 
shaven, the blue eyes lighted with a red glare, the 
lips trembling. The whole look gloated on the 
diamonds on Thethry's knee. Then it came to 
Thethry's face. 

" Thethry Vashon 1 " he whispered. 

" Hawkins 1 " But before he could answer, she 
panted in convulsed phrases. " No, not now, 
Hawkins — Fm not to give them to you now." 

She whirled about and leaped down the steps. 
After a moment of hesitation the man closed the 
door. Thethry turned into a side street and hid 
madly in the first alley she found. She waited a 
few moments and then, emerging, walked swiftly 
through to Beacon Street. From time to time she 
lookecf back, dreading to see, she hardly formu- 
lated to herself -7- what. But of the few men 
who walked with briskness or, slowly sauntered, 
none seemed to take note of her presence. 

In spite of this negative reassurance she could 
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not regain her composure. The peaceful street 
seemed to throb with malign suggestion. She ex- 
amined narrowly the few wayfarers that she met 
and her fright gave them an incongruous aspect of 
terror. The policeman who approached seemed 
to study her with a peculiar interest. As he 
passed, her shoulder seemed to wither under the 
dread of his heavy hand. A quiet old gentleman, 
tottery, white-whiskered, whom she presently met, 
had a diabolical look in the mild blue eye he cast 
in her direction. The one or two housemaids 
scurrying to get to the subway frightened her with 
the patter of their steps behind her. 

And all the time trying to think consecutively in 
a whirlwind of emotion, she was probing the sit- 
uation for its solution. 

What connection had the stranger with Haw- 
kins? Alas it was all hideously apparent. But 
she fought with all the strength of a stubborn in- 
tuition the sinister conclusion that the evidence was 
forcing upon her. What was her duty in the 
matter? There was but one — she must do the 
thing she had agreed to do. But if at 99 Louis- 
burg Square, she encountered — 

She tore down Beacon Street, raced into Charles 
Street and up Mount Vernon Street. She had 
broken into a run when Louisburg Square stayed 
her panting progress. 

There, a charming Spirit of Place that emanated 
from the proper houses, the oval of the grassy 
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park, the prim ellipse made by the tops of the 
trees, the quiet of the statues guarding either end 
seemed to calm her. She had a moment^s diffi- 
culty in finding number 99 and her heart seemed to 
contract with each instant of delay. It expanded 
swiftly again when she saw that there was a light 
on the first floor. It was with a feeling that her 
perils were over that she stopped to recover her 
breath. But as she rang the bell, some inexplica- 
ble impulse impelled her to pull her scarf droop- 
ingly over her face. 



^ CHAPTER VIII 

" WT'HY, O why, O, Charles Stuart Michael 
O'Donahue, Is the Pyx-Jury so subdued 
this evening?" Hale asked buoyantly. "It 
strikes me that for those about to embark in noble 
and high enterprises, we are a very sourballed 
gathering." 

The O'Donahue made a flowing gesture of de- 
spair in the direction of his five confreres. " I 
have concocted a punch into which I have put 
everything that the house contains except kerosene. 
But nobody drinks." 

" And until Hale achieves that spiritual apothe- 
osis," Peabo said in his neat thin voice, a voice per- 
fectly suited to his elaborate phrasing, " which 
with him, as we all know, means spirituous per- 
meation, we stall be quiet and sad." 

" That's Peabo-ese for * There'll be nothing 
doing until Hale's lighted up,' " Hale translated 
readily. " Well it's me to a souse as soon as we 
get the girl off our hands." 

93 
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The room was adrift in swirls of smoke. 
Thick streams that turned the reading lamps to 
ardent amateur volcanoes poured towards the ceil- 
ing between the chimneys and the shades. Ere 
they reached that barrier, however, they spread 
out, making a kind of cloudland of the upper re- 
gions of the room. 

Faces and figures defined themselves dimly 
through the fog. The furtive glimmer of pipe- 
bowls, the more determined glow of cigar-ends 
made jewels in the smoke at intervals. Occa- 
sionally the triangular flash of a match cast an up- 
ward revelation on an eager young face, a down- 
ward one on a bizarre costume. 

As Peabo did not reply to his friend's thrust, 
silence again fell upon the Pyx- Jury. They con- 
tinued to lie back in their chairs, to seem to smoke 
in comfort. But there was an undercurrent of 
restlessness in the room. Their quiet was the un- 
natural calm of the saturated moment before the 
storm breaks. 

" Oh Lord how I hate this waiting," Hale burst 
out at last. Moving in his chair there was the 
sound from the floor of the rattling of a chain, 
the rolling of a heavy ball. 

As if the words had crystallized the thought in 
every mind, a miniature storm broke out. Chairs 
moved — coughs, yawns, sighs of impatience made 
the medley of their masculine boredom. 

" I'm blamed if I don't feel as if something was 
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going to happen," Cargill announced. " I'm 
actually nervous." 

" We won't mind that if she only turns out to 
be a pretty girl," Ashe said, " but of course she 
won't." 

"No such lufk!" Peabo agreed. "Want 
to see how she looks I Show you in a minute. 
Pm drawing her picture blindfolded on the wall." 

" You'll flatter her, Peabo," Asbe energetically 
opined. 

" On the whole I hope she won't be married," 
Hale decided dispassionately. 

" I hope she will," Peabo vouchsafed. " Me 
to maturity. I hate a bud." 

"A widow for minel" The O'Donahue's 
Irish brogue, a shade richer than ordinarily, in- 
terpolated this. 

" As usual," Asbe cut in, " the O'Ponahue's 
strong for a widow. Why is it that widows are 
always death to the mick? " 

" You mean life, Asbe," the O'Donahue pro- 
tested. 

" She'll be a widow all right with a snivel and 
nine starving little ones," Cargill prophesied. 

" She'll be a schoolmarm coming home from an 
evening lecture — I leave it to Frum." Asbe 
turned to the only member of the Pyx- Jury who 
had not spoken. 

" She'll be a kitchen mechanic," Frum let his 
dictum out gloomily and smothered it in a mouth- 
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ful of smoke, " or some harp going to confession.'* 

" Theoretically," said Cargill, " and ideally, 
she should be a maid of the masses — a pretty 
manicure, or milliner, or modiste with none of the 
bloom brushed off — dewy and star-eyed — with 
an O-mother-what-a-wonderful-world-this-is ex- 
pression. She ought to blush and flutter when 
confronted with six men of the world, among 
whom may lurk the usual remorseless villain. 
But I hope she won't be that kind. It's too much 
of a chore to remember always to preserve their 
young illusions. And we're all so horrid cyni- 
cal 1" 

" I'd forgive her for being seventeen if she's 
only pretty," Hale interrupted. 

Cargill went on. " I'll never forgive her if 
she's either. Personally I don't care whether 
she's maid, wife, widow, grass or sod — so long 
as she's a jolly good sort — full of go and get 
and ginger — ready for anything or nothing — a 
cross between an angel and a good fellow." 

" It's queer how in an affair like this the right 
girl never does turn up." Ashe's voice was dis- 
tinctly thoughtful. " You remember the old saw 
that it's impossible to get the girl and the time and 
the place coincident and contiguous. That's not 
true nowadays. Modem inventions have put a 
crimp in that — the telegraph, the telephone, the 
automobile, not to speak of bachelor girls and 
bachelor apartments. We've got Circumstance 
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tied in a sack. The modern problem is to tame 
Chance — to tangle the Right Girl with the Right 
Adventure. It's sure to be the Wrong Girl and 
the Right Adventure or the Right Girl and the 
Wrong Adventure. I leave it to your experi- 
ence." 

" The first time I went to Venice," Hale con- 
fided mournfully, " I went with an aged spinster 
aunt who was reading ' The Greatest Thing in 
theWorldl'" 

" I wrote an ode to this Unknown, Invisible 
She, to-day," Cargill resumed coolly. " I thought 
rd write the poem before I saw the girl." 

" Shut him off or he'll read it to us," the O'- 
Donahue groaned, " As a magazine editor on the 
day shift I refuse to listen to any more albino 
poetry. Anyway the Union won't let me." 

" This is brunette poetry," Cargill asserted, 
"born in the tropics, full of red corpuscles and 
passion throbs, naked and unashamed." 

" It's a funny thing," Richard Hale said, " that 
all our experiments with women have been failures. 
Now the men, after we've got them going, have 
been fairly interesting. It all carries out my 
theory that, though a fine man often doesn't equal 
a fine woman, any ordinary man is much more 
interesting than any ordinary woman. It's the 
women's fault — hang theml A woman has no 
nose for romance — no sense of a situation. 
Take that last girl — she was as stupid as a cow." 
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" She wasn't so stupid after I went home with 
her," the O'Donahue remarked. He went on in- 
dulgently, ** But look at it from the girl's point 
of view. It's pretty embarrassing for the ordi- 
nary woman to run into a crowd like this 
without any warning. It would take a girl with 
a good deal of poise and sense of humor to handle 
such a situation. And, to-night, these costumes 
will not be reassuring. Of course Frum here is 
a young girl's dream of a Romeo but the rest of 
us are not pretty." 

" Hell 1 It's a superb situation." Cargill's 
tone rang with impatience. " Think of it ! To be 
ushered into the presence of six strange men, all 
masked and in masquerade costume. Any girl in 
her natural romantic senses would jump at the 
chance. But it's too much to expect she'll appre- 
ciate it. She'll be a scrub — she's bound to be. 
I've arranged with Mac to announce the automo- 
bile at ten. That will give us a chance to break 
away if she's a dub." 

" Well, if she's coming, why doesn't she come ? " 
Richard Hale demanded. 

"What time is it?" 

** Twenty-five to eight." 

** None of you fellows seem to realize that per- 
haps the girl won't show up at all." Peabo's voice 
was grim with incipient I-told-you-so. " Remem- 
ber that I contend that this is a test that no woman 
can stand." 
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" And if she does, that settles the matter of per- 
sonal pulchritude," the O'Donahue sighed. " If 
the girl turns up she'll be plain but honest — but if 
she stays away she'll be wicked but good-looking 
as sure as I'm an Irishman." 

" Oh well, I shan't blame her if she doesn't," 
Cargill took up the thread. " Diamonds fascin- 
ate men as much as they do women. And the Par- 
hyte diamonds are something in the way of a temp- 
tation. In one way it's a silly experiment. But 
in another — it's subtle — it's infamous. We may 
be responsible for a soul tragedy to-night. Upon 

my word I'm ashamed to be mixed up in it. Why, 

i> 

He sat up suddenly and rapped the ashes out of 
his pipe with a quick decisive gesture. 

" Did you ever stop to think what the diamond 
has been responsible for. Think for instance what 
the discovery of a single diamond will do to the 
map of the world. Some naked savage brat brings 
its favorite plaything — a dull gray prism — for 
the visiting white man to examine and — bing — 
a diamond is born. Immediately the whole civi- 
lized world goes mad, for the most dangerous mi- 
crobe in the list has been let loose upon it. Thou- 
sands of diamond-hunters scent their carrion from 
every corner of the world and descend upon the 
spot like buzzards. And a year later by the river 
where once the gazelle drank unmolested, hotels, 
shops, music-halls, newspapers, jump into existence. 
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The virgin country turns prostitute to feed the cold- 
est and cruelest lust that man has ever known. 
Those crazed desperadoes — every mother's son 
of them is tearing at the warm fecund breast of 
Mother Earth — not for the alleviation of legiti- 
mate aches, hunger and cold but to wrest from her 
that gorgeous monstrosity that is going to add an- 
other purple chapter to history." 

He was interrupted by applause and cries of 
" Good Boy I " and " Hear the silver-tongued or- 
ator 1" "Let him alone," concluded Peabo re- 
signedly, " when the pipe's blowing free, you 
couldn't stop him any more than you could stop 
Niagara Falls." 

Undaunted, Cargill went on. " You fellows can 
laugh all you want to but — by Jove — say I took 
up a book the other day on the great diamonds of 
history — a sloppy-written thing it was too. But 
it got to me before I got through, all right. I've 
been looking the matter up ever since. Why a dia- 
mond holds the record as a trouble-maker. It 
brings home the money every time. Barring a 
beautiful woman or a barrel of whiskey it can 
raise more hell to the square inch than anything the 
Creator ever made." 

He started to fill his pipe but stopped midway 
in the process as his enthusiasm caught him in full 
flood. The others, indulgent of what they would 
have called his " talking jag " gave him the floor. 

" I know of only one case in all the history of 



JUNE JEOPARDY loi 

the world of the Diamond Beneficent and that's the 
Mattan, in the Borneo treasury. Those Borneo 
niggers have made a palladium of it. The very 
water it's dipped in becomes an elixir. But when 
you come to the Diamond Maleficent — say — I 
could spin yarns all night long. 

" Take the Orloff I A French soldier turned 
Brahmin and worshipped in a Hindu temple for 
God knows how long, until he got a chance to steal 
the idol's eye. It got away from him somehow 
and was turned loose to a career in Europe that's 
as full of blood and intrigue as an egg is of 
meat. 

" Then there's the Regent. A Golconda slave 
found it, gashed himself in the thigh and hid the 
stone in his torn flesh until he made his getaway. 
But he — the damn fool — told his secret to a 
friend. His friend enticed him on board ship, se- 
cured the jewel and threw the slave to the sharks. 
William Pitt got hold of it finally. He brought 
it to England and never knew a quiet moment while 
it was in his possession. For one whole year he 
went constantly disguised and never slept twice in 
the same house. Think of the life he led — Lord 
it would take a Stevenson — 

" Then you come to the Sancy. A servant who 
was carrying it from his master to the King of 
France, mysteriously disappeared. When the 
Baron Sancy heard that he had been murdered, he 
said tranquilly, ' My diamond is not lost.' And 
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for a fact It wasn't — it wasn^t by — when, 
finally, they traced the body years after to the for- 
est where it was buried, sure enough, there was 
the stone in the stomach of the corpse. 

" As for the Shah — that's a flat slab of a dia- 
mond with a Persian inscription that some lapidary 
cut in it — God only knows how — three brothers 
got hold of that one night after killing its two own- 
ers. Before morning the older brother had man- 
aged to murder the other two. 

" Same bloody record for the Kohinoor, moun- 
tain of light. Mountain of light 1 Mountain of 
blood/ Rajah made war on rajah for centuries 
until it finally found bromidic refuge with Queen 
Victoria. 

" For the time being all these stones are royal 
prisoners, manacled in the settings of crown and 
sceptre. But they're like jungle-born tigers boxed 
in paste-board cages. Some day revolution will 
set them free and they'll take up their man-eating 
habits again. 

" In South Africa when a negro slave finds a 
diamond of a certain weight he is crowned with 
flowers and led in a procession to the manager who 
gives him his freedom and loads him with gifts. 
Better, say I, that he be put in prison and his find 
cast into the depths of the sea. Safer, say I, to 
enter a powder-magazine with a lighted torch, safer 
to live on a desert island for a year with the be- 
witching wife of your friend, safer to drink a glass 
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of smallpox microbes than to own a big diamond 
and let the world know it." 

There was an instant of silence as if, in spite of 
themselves, Cargill's conviction had compelled con- 
sideration. Then somebody laughed. 

" Did you read about that huge stone they found 
at Kimberley a few years ago?" the O'Donahue 
asked. " The CuUinan, I believe they called it." 

** The CuUinan I Sure I " Cargill was voluble 
again. " It's a whooping, whacking, walloping 
whale of a stone. Weighs a pound and a quarter 
— the size of half a brick — bigger than all the 
big stones of history put together." 

** I wonder what a man says when he comes upon 
a fortune like that?" Peabo asked curiously. 

** The man who found the CuUinan," the 
O'Donahue explained, " didn't say a word. But 
he sat down for a minute. Then he picked it up, 
carried it into the office and handed it to the owner 
of the mine. He didn't say a word. He simply 
switched on the electric light. But the man next 
to him remarked, * There'll be some excitement on 
'Change to-morrow, I guess.' " 

"That was bully!" 

" Yes," the O'Donahue continued, " and they 
sent that millions-of-doUars carbon-bubble to Lon- 
don through the mail as nonchalantly as if it were 
a picture post-card. It arrived safely too. How 
about your murder-and-sudden-death theories now, 
CargiU?" 
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Cargill lighted his pipe. " You wait — the last 
word hasn't been said about the CuUinan yet. As 
it is they don't dare tell at what bank in London 
it's concealed. Nobody knows where it is." 

There came a sudden yelping from the corner 
of the room. 

" Put that confounded dog out," somebody com- 
manded. 

*' All right,'* Hale responded. " Come, Veri- 
tas! G>me, Veritas! Come, Veritas 1 Come 
here, I say ! " 

There was the sound of a chain jangling some- 
thing across the room. The door opened. There 
was a quick torn bark as if the canine exit were 
being accelerated by a prod. 

" I'll sell that dog yet," Hale muttered as he 
resumed his seat. 

" You'll never sell Veritas," Frum said with 
conviction. 

Another five minutes passed in silence. 

Then ** There's the telephone," somebody ex- 
claimed. ** There's Sears I " 

The O'Donahue came back in a few minutes 
from the hall. " The Parhyte diamonds have 
been delivered," he announced tersely. " Sears 
has an engagement, but he's going to get down 
here as soon as possible. He seemed pretty ex- 
cited — wouldn't say anything about the girl ex- 
cept that she'd make us sit up. He told me to 
present her with the necklace if anything prevented 
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him from coming, but for the love of God to keep 
her as long as we could. He said if she didn't give 
her address to have her followed." 

There was a stir of astonishment among the men 
whom he addressed. " If Sears is as interested 
as that — " one of them began. 

" — she must be — " another took it up. 

Nobody finished the sentence. But they looked 
at each other. 

"Is he going out to the Wrexmeres with us? " 
Frum asked. 

" He was, but now — " Peabo smiled. 

" Let's air the room out," a third suggested. 

There were murmurs of assent, of continued 
comment. All the windows went up quickly and 
the breezes of the cooler outdoors rippled in. 



CHAPTER IX 

VT'ITALINE still sat motionless in her little 
room. 

In the last hour and a half several things had 
happened. After waking up, Tileston had run 
whistling downstairs. The front door had opened 
and shut swiftly on his rapid descent. For five 
minutes the tomb-like silence of the house was un- 
broken. Vitaline, with a face in which relief had 
wiped out every other expression, had begun to 
move stealthily down the stairs when, with no pre- 
liminary ringing of the bell, the front door opened 
and shut again. 

Tileston's whistling rang jubilantly through the 
house. He came leaping three steps at a time 
up to the pink-and-silver room. 

Vitaline, with an impatient contraction of her 
thick brows, resumed her seat, her waiting, listen- 
ing attitude. She heard him telephone twice : first 
an order to the garage for his machine; the sec- 
ond message she could not catch. 

io6 
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Presently the doorbell rang. She crept out to 
the head of the stairs. A man's voice inquired for 
Tileston — she heard the latter welcome his guest. 
Together they came upstairs to the pink-and-silver 
room. For three quarters of an hour leaning over 
the bannister, with her whole intense soul glaring 
out from under her frowning brows, she listened 
to the sound of their smothered talk and laughter. 
At the end of that period the visitor took a lagging 
farewell. Sears accompanied him to the door. 
As if released by a spring at the moment of his de- 
parture he came bounding up the stairs. 

" Oh Vitaline," he called half way up. 

" Oui, M'sieur'' Vitaline started down toward 
him. 

" Oh Vitaline." His whole manner showed the 
vibration of his haste. He was already in auto- 
mobile things. " I've taken the duplicate of the 
Parhyte necklace from the box. You won't have 
the responsibility of that any longer. Miss TileS' 
ton has given it to me — perhaps she told you." 

" But — Mon Dieu, M'sieur — mon Dieu — *^ 
Vitaline stammered. Her breath caught and she 
could not go on. She had a strange look as if, 
under her confusion, she were trying to adjust 
something. '' Quelle houtadel " She could not 
go on. 

"It's all right," Sears said. "Don't worry 1 
Miss Tileston knew that I would take the neck- 
lace. She left the key with me." 
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"But M'sieur — notn de nom — you 'ave zee 
necklasse. Et eez Mad'moiselle who 'ave zee du- 
plicate. I understan' she desire zat duplicatte an' 
I give her zat duplicatte. You comprehen'? 
Eet eez zee real necklace zat was lef in zee box 
— eet eez zee real necklace zat M'sieur 'as." 

" But — good Heavens — I haven't it now. I 
gave it away an hour ago to a complete stranger." 
Sears stared, transfixed. Vitaline's face grew 
livid. " This is culpably careless of you, Vitaline," 
he charged her sternly. " But there is no sense 
in that now." He took alert command of the sit- 
uation. " Now listen and see that you do every- 
thing that I say. A fortune — the recovery of 
the diamonds depends on you and me, Vitaline." 

As he watched her stricken face, his tone soft- 
ened. " I can't wait to telephone — you must do 
that for me. But call up this number imme- 
diately." He made a swift memorandum in his 
note-book, tore out the leaf and gave it to her. 
" Tell whoever answers the phone that Mr. Tiles- 
ton says to hold on to the necklace — that he made 
a mistake and gave the girl the Parhyte diamonds 
instead of the duplicate. Be sure to make them un- 
derstand. Then call up the Wrexmeres. Miss 
Tileston won't be there. But tell them to hold her 
until she hears from me. Tell her that I may 
send somebody out immediately to bring her into 
town on vitally important business. Don't men- 
tion the diamonds to anybody at the Wrexmeres 
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— I don't want a scandal and I want to avoid 
getting this into the newspapers. You can re- 
member all this, can't you, Vitaline ? " 

'' Out, M'sieur." 

He hardly waited for her assurance. " I can 
get there almost as quick as you can telephone," 
he muttered half to himself. 

" Telephone me, tou'd de suite — de grace, 
M'sieur," Vitaline, entreated, shrieking after him. 
" Cela tn'a porte sur les nerfs. C'est trop fortJ' 

" All right." Sears tore down the stairs. The 
slam with which he shut the door jarred through 
the whole house. 

The automobile started up. It went a rod or 
two, then stopped. Vitaline's quick peer out of 
the window showed her Sears whipping from 
back to front, examining it with frantic haste. 

Hardly less frenzied, Vitaline rushed into Jadie's 
room, snatching the receiver from the telephone. 
Some interior fury had made a volcano of her 
face. 

The number that she called was not one of those 
that Tileston had written down for her ; it was the 
same number that she had called earlier in the even- 
ing. There was nobody near her now and, as she 
talked, her accent fell like a veil from her speech. 

" One bag of candy at 99 Louisburg Square," 
she said swiftly but clearly. " Tileston gave it to 
a woman, I don't know who or why. But she's 
there and perhaps not wise yet. Tileston is work- 
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ing over his machine now — but will follow her at 
once. He believes that she has the candy. I am 
to telephone to the club at 99 to hold the girl or 
the candy, then to Miss Tileston, telling them to 
warn her that she may have to start into Boston at 
any moment. Tileston will send somebody in 
the auto for her. He said he'd telephone me if he 
recovers the candy. Will await orders." 

Then she attended to the work Tileston had laid 
out for her. 

From outside came, finally, the snort of an auto- 
mobile, bursting at a leap to top-speed. 



CHAPTER X 

/^ORNY'S round eyes were fixed on his com- 
panion with a look, half wonder, half derision, 
in their vacant depths. 

" Oh Lord no," Ebbett was protesting, " I 
haven't seen everything in the way of a diamond 
yet. There's a wonderful stone in some museum 
in Europe that I've got to hunt up sometime — a 
white diamond, perfectly-formed, containing a 
yellow one. Then there's another extraordinary 
diamond that Halpen exhibited in 1866 to the 
French Academy of Science. It was white, tinged 
with brown. They exposed it to the heat and it 
turned to a beautiful rose color. It kept that color 
for six days. They tell about another diamond 
with a brown spot that used to turn red when — " 

The telephone interrupted him and he sprang to 
the receiver, 

" We're stung to a frazzle," he admitted in an- 
other moment. 

He dropped the receiver with a discouraged 
IIX 
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jerk, but, In an instant he had pulled himselJF to- 
gether. 

" Get to 99 Louisburg Square in the cab as quick 
as you can," he said to Corny. " There's a woman 
there who's got the diamonds. Tileston gave 
them to her thinking he was giving her the dupli- 
cate. She doesn't know what she's got. Tiles- 
ton's punctured a tire — or something. But he'll 
follow as soon as he can. Miss Tileston may have 
to come to town later. Tileston's sending some- 
body out after her. But Jack will take care of 
her. Vitaline stays at the house on Common- 
wealth Avenue. Vamoose I " 

Corny hurried out of the room. 

Alone, Ebbett seemed to measure in his listening 
attitude the speed of the departing automobile. 
After its noise had merged indistinguishably with 
other street sounds, his composure seemed to break. 
He began to pace up and down muttering to him- 
self and gesticulating wildly. " This won't do I " 
he ejaculated after an interval of this. He at- 
tempted with shaking hands to pour out some 
Scotch, but the bottle clanked crazily against the 
glass. 

But an instant later, when the telephone rang, 
the hand that seized the transmitter was suddenly 
as steady as steel. 

"Yes, Hawkins 1 — what! WHATl Theth- 
ry — My — I know where she is. She's at 99 
Louisburg Square. Hustle down there as quick as 
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you can. Corny's started already. Don't for 
God's sake let Vitaline know who she is or our 
goose is cooked." 

He paused and, with his teeth biting savagely, 
at his lower lip, considered the situation. " But 
don't let anybody hurt Thethryl Hawkins I 
Hawkins 1 Hawkins, I say — don't hurt — 
Hawkins I " 

His brow wrinkled. " They've cut me off," he 
muttered. " They've cut me off 1 " 



CHAPTER XI 

npHE bell rang a long hysterical peal. 

" There she blows," the O'Donahue ex- 
claimed. 

In obedience to his motion, Hale went to the 
door, the ball and chain clanking at his heels. 
Breathless, everybody listened. 

A Voice that broke in panting intervals, sur- 
charged their silence. 

" I was asked by a gentleman — unknown to 
me — to leave this box at 99 Louisburg Square — 
are you expecting it ? " 

It was a beautiful Voice. The words were, in 
spite of its hurry, musically articulated. The tone 
was, in spite of an obvious emotional strain, deli- 
cately inflected. It had on the surface a clear 
carrying quality that seemed to indicate poise and 
spirit. And underneath, flowing firm, flowing 
free, a vibrating current that connoted a feminity 
warmly-sexed, a youth, romance-fired. 

114 
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" What do you know about that? " came in 
muffled comment from Cargill. 

" Shut up ! " Peabo flung sibilantly at him. 

A " Yes," came back to the listeners in Hale's 
most gallant accents. " Will you come in, please, 
and deliver it to — er — er — er — the chief? " 

There was a moment's pause. It was in the air 
that feminine indecision battled with feminine cur- 
iosity. Then Frum, standing at the door, with a 
mischievous finger on the button, flooded the hall 
with light. 

There came a burst of Laughter. 

The Laughter was not worthy of the Voice. It 
was generous and pealing. It rippled up a little, 
then thought better of it and died away in an en- 
chanting gurgle. It was the kind of laugh that 
brought a picture of a head thrown back on a swell- 
ing throat, of two rows of teeth, twinkling between 
lips tremulous with mirth. 

" Is that necessary? " the Voice asked. 

In the place of the emotion that had surged in 
it an instant before there was nothing now but the 
quivering tone that meant suppressed amusement. 

" Absolutely," Hale insisted with solemnity. 

" Oh I'm so glad," the Voice sighed. " I was 
afraid you were going to let me off." 

Hale burst into laughter. 

After an instant the girl frankly joined him. 

Their mirth was silently taken up by the Pyx- 
Jury. 
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" Great Scott, she's a lady," the O'Donahue 
found his tongue to say. 

" She's a peachamaroot," Cargill whispered ex- 
citedly. 

The outer door shut. Every member of the 
Pyx- Jury arose to his feet. Their faces looked as 
if they awaited — they knew not what. 

There was the sound of footsteps that fell natur- 
ally into accord, the jarring drag of the chain, the 
convulsed roll of the ball on the floor. Then Hale 
stood with the girl in the broad doorway. He 
stood aside and she made a move forward over the 
sill. 

She drew the hand that had been concealed un- 
der her coat away from that shelter. It was to be 
seen that it contained a lacquer box, that the fingers 
curling about it were white and exquisitely turned, 
that they trembled. 

" I was told — I was asked — " she began un- 
certainly. 

Her voice trailed away into nothingless. As 
she looked about her eyes were eloquent of sur- 
prise, of wonder — of many things. 



CHAPTER XII 

'T^HERE were six men standing in the long, 
dark-wainscoted room, all dressed grotesquely 
and all wearing black masks. 

Directly in front of her three were grouped 
about an enormous table. 

One was stout and of an affable demeanor. He 
wore with dignity the flowing amplitudes, the flam- 
boyant reds of a cardinal's costume. 

Indistinguishable in the dun garb of a monk, 
the second wore the cowl on his head, the knotted 
cord, the beads at his side. 

The third caught the dazzle of the lights on the 
embroideries of the costume demanded by comic 
opera of the Mikado of Japan. 

At his right, suave with velvet and trim with 
silk stockings, a fourth was prompt for presenta- 
tion at the court of St. James. His white shirt- 
front was slashed by a crimson ribbon, this, in turn, 
bisected by a glittering circular order. 

A graceful youth — the fifth dominated the 
117 
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scene. In khaki caw-boy costume — high-booted 
-^pistols gleaming at his belt — bare of forearm 
and neck — sunburned — his tiny mask could not 
conceal his comeliness. 

They stood silent, moveless. 

Bewildered, Thethry turned to her escort. 

Tall and thin, a chain and ball dragging from 
his ankles, his angularities made ineffectual effort 
to fill out the stripes of his convict's suit. 

The mirth that had flooded her on the doorstep 
threatened a second inundation. She conquered it. 

" I have been commissioned," she was fast re- 
gaining her steadiness of tone, " to leave this box." 
The hand containing it made a tentative reach to- 
wards the central group and the man who wore the 
cardinal's robes came forward and took it. He 
pulled a chair out from the table. 

" Will you be seated ? " he pleaded. 

The focus of every masked gaze in the room, 
Thethry sank into the chair. 

The man who had taken the box slipped off its 
cover and with a careless gesture, emptied the con- 
tents on the table. The lights were still dim but 
their rays struck into the heap of iridescence on 
the table until it looked as if it might set the house 
on fire. Murmurs and ejaculations flooded the 
room. 

" Gentlemen," this, he of the cardinal robes, his 
voice rising and falling in theatrical inflections, 
" the diamonds are safe. Shall we unmask? " 
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The masks came off as with one gesture. 

Thethry's look traveled from face to face with 
an intent earnestness in which was a distinct ele- 
ment of dread as if she were looking for some- 
body. If that was her quest, it was evident that 
she did not find him for she sank back in her chair 
with an unconscious movement of relief. She even 
smiled a little and now, as if from another point of 
view and with an interest that she took no pains to 
conceal, she surveyed them all again. 

That they were young men and gentlemen was, 
in spite of their disguises, immediately apparent. 

They in their turn glanced at her again and 
again, but with an easy casualness. What they 
gathered from their examination of the graceful 
figure that the long cloak smothered in lace, from 
the little pointed expressive face, which the shroud- 
ing scarf barely revealed, came out only in the in- 
creased deference of their manner. 

" Permit me," the master of the ceremonies went 
on immediately, " to introduce you to the Pyx- 
Jury. My own name is O' Donahue — Charles 
Stuart Michael, a Celt, you will perceive — also 
an editor at your service. These two — " he in- 
dicated the gentlemen of the monk's robe and the 
court costume, " are Messieurs Asbe and Frum." 

Messieurs Asbe and Frum genuflected in unison 
like priests before a shrine. 

"If you were to ask Mr. Frum where he ob- 
tained that order he would say that it was pre- 
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sentcd to him by the Sworn of Cambodia, but I 
have it, straight from his sister, that it's her own 
shoe-buckle he's wearing. The Mikado Is Mr. 
Peabody." 

Peabo acknowledged the presentation with a 
corrugation of his body strictly in accordance with 
his own ideas of Oriental majesty. 

" Mr. Peabody is a painter, running furiously 
to purples but as, despite his youth, he's got by the 
sheep-haymow-and-sunset-over-the-marshes period, 
we stand for him. The lad from the Golden West 
is John Cargill." 

Cargill bowed low. 

" Mr. Cargill is a poet so minor that he's one 
long melancholy howl. If his attitude towards 
our friends Asbe and Frum seems a little pessi- 
mistic, I have but to say that they publish his 
poems. The biter, bit! My little friend with 
the cherry-colored hair," here, he indicated The- 
thry's escort, " is Richard Hale, architect." 

With a convulsive jerk of his chain that brought 
the ball spinning across his ankles, Mr. Hale man- 
aged a military salute. 

" We call him Little Pitchers — if you'll only 
glance at his ears, you'll be understanding why. 
He has a fierce mongrel dog, Veritas, which is our 
chief objection to him, barring he's young and 
hasn't all the Harvard knocked out of him. On 
the arrival of Mr. Sears Tileston, who delivered 
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the diamonds to you, you will have met the pride 
of Boston." 

With a little nod of her head, with a murmured 
word, with an irrepressible smile, Thethry ac- 
knowledged these introductions. She could sec 
that this flippant gambado was destined, by putting 
each one of her hosts upon the rack, to give her 
the chance to recover any assurance she might have 
lost. Gallantly she arose to the challenge. Every 
look and gesture of her showed that her fright had 
vanished. 

"Then you're going to send me home now?" 
she queried. There was no trace even of embar- 
rassment or self-consciousness in her tone now. It 
was evident to them all that she was mistress of 
the situation. She swept their circle with a daz- 
zling smile. But her look returned to the O'Don- 
ahue — she seemed to hang upon his answer. 

" My dear lady," the O'Donahue pronounced, 
" you are hereby commanded, you are hereby in- 
vited, you are hereby entreated, to dine with the 
Pyx- Jury. Will you give us that pleasure? " 

Her reply was a little thrilling, cooing " Ah," 
of delight and a more quiet, " I should be 
charmed." 

The lights came up. The doors at the back of 
the room opened and a white-haired negro butler 
stood between them. Occupying the middle of 
the room beyond was a round table set for eight. 
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Untying the scarf that covered her head, 
Thethry handed it to the O' Donahue. He 
helped her off with her coat. A delicate diffu- 
sion of perfume as of violets stirred in the air. 

Her gown was filmy and coffee-colored. A 
stole of coarse-meshed Cluny ran in a wide band 
from hem to neck, leaving a square of her throat 
bare, broadening into a yoke over her breast and 
shoulders. Through its interstices appeared 
tangles of other laces, gauzier, fainter, where 
topaz velvet ribbons twined sinuously. Insets 
of her shadowed skin gleamed out of this web. 
Her skirts were short enough to display slippers 
of coffee-colored suede with high heels of orange 
leather and buckles of old silver. 

In the soft light, above this misty gown and 
against the dusk of her floating hair, her face had 
shone like a star, ethereal, but with the light the 
look of tenuity went. The little moles came out, 
spots of pin-point jet. Her velvety lashes fluttered 
against her cheek. Her mouth bloomed like a 
rose. She seemed sheer girl, a-bubble with the 
wonder, a-glint with the delight of the situation. 
Her wonder parted her lips gently. Through 
them appeared the twinkle of twin rows of little 
teeth. Her delight sent the corners of her mouth 
dancing upwards. It brought sparkles of mirth 
into her dreaming eyes. 

Unfeigning now, the Pyx-Jury stared. Had 
they aimed at a carrion crow and brought down a 
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bird of Paradise, their look could not have held 
more of stupefaction. The cardinal came to his 
senses first. Picking up the necklace, he ap- 
proached her. " Permit me," he said. 

Smiling, flushing, dropping her lashes, Thethry 
bent her head and he snapped it about her neck. 
Then he offered her his arm and led her to the 
table, seating her at his right. The others 
trooped behind and they took their places. 

It was a long wainscoted room, the confines lost 
in shadow. A fireplace gaped at one end. A 
sideboard loomed at the other. The comers were 
caves of mysterious umbrage. The figures in the 
posters and sketches on the walls seemed to writhe 
in seas of murky gloom. The light from the 
huddle of candles failed to penetrate this dusk 
but it formed a pool of brilliant gold upon the 
table. It flashed its alchemy on Thethry's face 
and shot all its shadows with light. It made her 
eyes gleam like lonely lakes. It made her teeth 
lustrous as pearls, heaped in a split ruby. It 
made a shattered aurora of the necklace that lay 
in concentric fringes against her warm skin. 

The O'Donahue made a signal to the butler, 
who brought him immediately a brimming loving- 
cup. 

" Will you drink with us?" he said pleasantly, 
rising and turning to Thethry. With a smile of 
assent, she arose. He drank first and handed her 
the cup. As he seated himself, Hale who wa3 
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at her right, arose also. Thethry put her lips to 
the silver brim long enough for the bubbling cur- 
rent to touch them — then passed it on. It went 
from hand to hand. She watched its progress 
with interest. 

And then, as swiftly as if with the click of 
some magic key, a flood of camaraderie had been 
turned on — the success of the occasion was es- 
tablished. The butler served the soup. The 
Pyx- Jury turned on Thethry with a confused med- 
ley of questions. She parried them with ease and 
spirit. 

" I protest," she said in the first pause, " it's 
my right to ask questions — not yours — now 
isn't it?" 

She looked imploringly from face to face of the 
masculine circle that her own debonair femininity 
accented with such charm. Before their mingled 
murmur completed her assurance, she read smiling 
assent there. 

"Well, tell me quick — what is it all about? 
What is this Pyx- Jury? Why do you wear those 
costumes ? What have these diamonds to do with 
it ? " Her hand went up to the big orange-col- 
ored pendant and stayed there. " And — and — 
why did Mr. Tileston give them to me to-night? 
How did he dare trust them to a stranger in that 
mad way? " 

It was Cargill who constituted himself spokes- 
man. "Thereby, Mirandolina — " 
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He stopped and waited with a marked air of 
expectation. She looked at him hard and her 
under lip trembled away from the upper one into 
the beginning of a smile. But she did not speak. 

" — if you will permit us to call you by a name 
so appropriate. First the Pyx-Jury only happens 
to be in these costumes because we are due — 
about midnight — at the Wrexmere masquerade. 
The Pyx-Jury, according to the dictionary, is a 
jury of experts, called to determine whether the 
minted coin of the realm is of the proper and legal 
standard of fineness. The Pyx- Jury — at 
present basking in the honor of your presence — 
is a self-appointed jury as experts of la comedie 
humaine who, by a series of what we call little 
social experiments are trying to find out whether 
the human coin of the realm is of a proper and 
legal standard of fineness. There are seven of us 
and we have been pursuing these experiments for a 
year. The by-product — as always for those 
who joust with Fate — has been some mad and 
merry adventure. You for example, are the re- 
sult of our last little experiment. It came out of 
a talk on Maupassant's story of * The Diamond 
Necklace.' Mr. Peabody contended that no 
woman could resist the temptation to steal a dia- 
mond necklace, provided she could do so unde- 
tected. We decided to try the experiment on an 
unknown woman and — well, the rest you know. 
You have come out of it with flying colors. Mem- 
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bers of the Pyx- Jury — a toast to the Lady who 
could Resist the Diamond — drunk standing." 

The Pyx-Jury jumped to their feet and six 
glasses shot into the air. Then, to the last bub- 
ble, they were drained. 

Thethry smiled acknowledgment. " But these 
diamonds," she persisted. 

" Oh those things — they're paste. Mr. Tiles- 
ton offered the use of the duplicate of the famous 
Parhyte necklace — you know, of course, ' the 
Death Diamonds ' of the yellow press — for this 
experiment.' " 

" Oh the Parhyte diamonds 1 That explains." 
Her face changed subtly. All its wonder-breath- 
ing delicacies of hue and contour seemed to stiffen 
to steel. But the hand she passed over it con- 
cealed this from the Pyx- Jury. " But paste ! I 
would have sworn these were genuine." 

With a nervous jerk she pulled the necklace out 
of the laces of her gown, lifting the strands away 
from her neck with both hands. Like live blue 
snakes, they twined about her white fingers and 
then seemed to spit flames. 

There were involuntary " Ohs " and " Ahs " 
from about the table. 

" It is a curious fact," Thethry explained, 
" that diamonds are always more beautiful by 
candle-light than by any other light — although 
of course if these are paste x — " She stopped. 



JUNE JEOPARDY 127 

Knitting her brows, she again examined the dia- 
monds keenly. " Well, they're wonderful," she 
conceded. 

" They make wonderful imitations," the O'Don- 
ahue suggested. 

" That's true — bafflingly good." She dis- 
persed her thoughtfulness with a radiant smile. 
" I'm much more interested in the little social ex- 
periments. Will you tell me about them?" 

Cargill arose and brought a book from the other 
room. ** Here is our record," he said. He 
placed the book on the table before her. 

To the complete neglect of the fish, Thethry 
turned its pages. A.t intervals she lost herself for 
a minute or two. At other times she looked up to 
indulge the circle with the ripple of her amused 
laughter, with a comment, approving or caustic. 
They watched narrowly every change of expres- 
sion in her pointed downcast face. 

" Perhaps you can help us here," Cargill took 
it up again. " Frankly most of our experiments 
with women have been failures. None of us 
seems to know where the trouble lies. In brief, 
there hasn't been enough return in adventure for 
the output in time, trouble and ingenuity. Now 
it is evident to the most casual observer that you 
are a woman of taste — of understanding and 
sympathy. Perhaps you can tell us what our mis- 
takes have been. Please tell us—" his voice 
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wheedled, and Cargill could wheedle — " the kind 
of adventure you would like to have happen to 
you." 

Thethry gave up all consideration of the bird 
she had begun delicately to carve. She placed 
one elbow on the table and fitted her chin into the 
palm of one hand, a forefinger-tip emphasizing 
the darkness of a pinpoint mole by its pink prox- 
imity. She contemplated Cargill. For a mo- 
ment surprise, wonder, amusement chased each 
other across her face. Then she made a visible 
effort to render it non-committal. But little 
sparkles of mirth kept spurting out at her lips, 
kept lighting with their momentary brilliancy, her 
half-shut eyes. 

Across the table, sitting on an arm of the chair 

— for he had long ago ceased trying to seem to eat 

— Cargill met her gaze and threw it back with a 
laugh. 

His cowboy costume displayed admirably a 
figure perfect in its balance between strength and 
grace. Every muscle lay where it should, and 
every muscle showed. He had the waist of a 
girl and, at the small of his back, that curve of 
beauty which belongs to the boys of Greek sculp- 
ture. He was blonde. Under his golden hair 
lay the full sloping forehead that tradition 
ascribes to poets. His large eyes, set wide apart, 
were a deep violet blue. His cheeks showed the 
long, delicate hollows that come of youth and per- 
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feet condition. As Sears Tileston had told Jadie, 
he was beautiful. But the firmness of his chin, 
the tan on his blue-white skin, the little out-curve 
given to his nose by foot-ball breakage saved him 
absolutely from suggestion of effeminacy. 

They looked, laughing into each other's eyes, 
she — in her warm-ivory languor — he in his 
virile blonde comeliness — like twin halves of the 
bubble of youth which together, makes a new 
world. 

The others in the easy attitudes of their varying 
relaxation, amused, watched the duel, admiring, 
eyed the picture. 

" I ought to be able to tell you," Thethry said 
at last in a tone of airy dogmatism, " I, whose life 
has been a perfect mosaic of adventure. I can't 
go into that now but I need only say that this sort 
of thing," a sweeping gesture included them all, 
" is always happening to me. Indeed, I consider 
myself a connoisseur of romance. Now my criti- 
cism of the ' little social experiments ' — at least 
of those that have included women — is that you 
have offered them merely adventure whereas, 
what they want — what the best women want — 
is romance." 

"But what IS the difference?" Peabo asked 
with characteristic urbanity. His glance, rein- 
forced by his monocle, surveyed her with apprais- 
ipg keenness. 

" The difference I " Her vivacious hands went 
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up in a shocked gesture. " That a member of the 
Pyx- Jury should ask such a question! It's the 
difference of a world, of a dimension." 

Her thick lashes came together. Through 
them her eyes gleamed, liquid with dreams — as 
a sudden seriousness deepened her look. 

" I don't say that romance is rarer than ad- 
venture but I will say — that romancers," her 
flashing smile apologized for the awkward word, 
" are rarer than adventures. Anybody can have 
an adventure. It can be brought. Romance 
comes — as wonderfully, as mysteriously, as prod- 
igally as a dream. Perhaps, alas, it will go as mys- 
teriously. Adventure is of the earth. . Romance 
is of the fourth dimension. Adventure comes 
to everybody. So does romance but only sul- 
phites see it. It's another way of putting it 
that there must be that collusion between il- 
luminated spirit and the casual event, to make 
romance, that there is between the eye of the 
observer and the object of beauty to make art." 

*' In brief," with an amused smile on his thin 
lips, Peabo summed it up for her, " romance is 
adventure plus imagination." 

"That's it! " She turned to him with a gra- 
cious smile — the air of a royalty approving a 
clever subject. 

** But now tell us," Cargill persisted, ** what 
kind of adventure you'd like to have happen to 
you," 
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** Oh you raise fearful hopes,'- Thethry said, 
shaking her head. Her face sobered again and 
she dared muse a moment in silence while she 
played with the salad that took the place of the 
untasted game. They waited for her in patient 
man- fashion. 

'* Oh it's all so subtle," she said at last, " I'm 
wondering how I'm going to make you under- 
stand. You see the curious part of it all is that 
it's not the actual adventure that's wonderful — 
it's the approach — the steps that lead to it — 
the mystery of the preliminary stages. For after 
all, mystery is the most important factor in ro- 
mance. Do you suppose that I can forget as long 
as I live that walk — that walk — " 

She stumbled an instant. Her lashes drooped 
but their flashing fringe could not distract atten- 
tion from her blush. 

'* — that walk from Commonwealth Avenue 
to Louisburg Square," she recovered herself im- 
mediately, " with those diamonds burning in my 
hand? I would not have given up one instant 
of it for a cycle of Cathay? I think that's where 
my sex has a more delicate sense of values than 
yours. It's the woman who would always pro- 
long the exquisite, exciting, intermediate stages 
of all beautiful episode. The girl always wants 
the long engagement. A mother wants her 
babies never to grow up. Men — " she gave a 
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patronizing click of fingers and thumb " it's the 
start and the finish for them.'' 

" You were going to tell us," Cargill prodded 
her, " of the kind of adventure you'd like to have 
happen to you." 

She surveyed him with a quizzical intentness 
for an instant. " Oh yes I " In a flash she re- 
sumed her air of a delicious mental arrogance. 
Her little head took its proudest pose. ** First, 
if you want really interesting results, you must 
try the same experiment on several women of 
marked difference of environment — a shop-girl, 
a society beauty, a teacher, an actress, for instance. 
And as for the adventures, themselves, whatever 
else you do, you must surprise, you must mystify, 
you must charm them." 

She began to show the excitement of her 
imaginings. Her hands moved in the constant 
play of gesture that characterized mental alert- 
ness. There seemed to be a co-ordination be- 
tween them and the shadows flitting with any touch 
of earnestness into her face and, with her smile, 
vanishing. 

" Throw a rose through her bedroom window 
every day for a week. Send her an anonymous 
poem daily until you have completed an amorous 
sequence — yes — the last to contain your name 
in easy cipher. What fun to read a sonnet in 
praise of one's beauty every morning before 
breakfast! Send her a gift every day for — oh 
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for the right number of days — that means as 
long as you can think up the kind of gift that stirs 
a girl's imagination. Call her up on the tele- 
phone every day at the same hour, and bombard 
her with nonsense. Invite her to meet you in the 
dark for an anonymous tete-a-tete. What a won- 
derful conversation that would be I Especially if 
you could have the courage never to look in each 
other's face." 

She stopped and gazed electrically at her audi- 
ence, one at a time, demanding sympathy with the 
wonder of her discovery. 

" Of course," she went on in a tone of disdain, 
'* there are the obvious channels of romance, the 
adventure on the street, personals in the paper, the 
anonymous letter — but they're marked down 
goods and no thoroughbred picks up bargains in 
romance. Once you have gained her confidence 
in your — your — " 

Her roving glance wandered upwards — -she 
seemed to pluck the phrase she was looking for in 
the farthest corner of the room — then it came 
back and swept the circle of their faces again. 

** — your perfect adjustment of delicacy with 
audacity — then, then, THEN is the time for the 
forced interview. After her faith in you is abso- 
lute, if you wish to complete her conquest, you 
may abduct her. On my word of honor, every 
last member of my sex yearns for abduction. I 
left at home to-night, a little girl as deeply im- 
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mcrsed as her grandmother might have been, in 
that interminable epic of abduction, Richardson's 
* Clarissa.' But if you do so — " 

Again her gaze sought the upper reaches of the 
room, her eye remaining there for a rapt interval. 
She seemed to pull a succession of phrases from 
its distance. It was as if she were summoning 
old theories, old fancyings and revivifying them 
there before them. 

" — you must do it with a dash and a flourish 
— with thought and with sentiment. Sequester 
her among surroundings premeditatedly beautiful 
and artistic. Let the mystery glow to revelation 
through a web of fantasy that you have drawn 
about her by slow degrees. Ah — and remem- 
ber — if she is of the right sort to be sure to offer 
her a man of her own caste. It will be fatal if 
he does not pass every one of the tests that her 
reason will be, all the time, raising for him. Not 
only must he vault lightly over them but he must 
land on his feet, bowing and with his hat in his 
hand." 

She paused, the twinkle came back to her eyes 
as If, inwardly, she derided them for taking her 
so seriously. Her eye-lids dropped. When they 
were raised again, her look was carefully serious. 

" Ah, there's the rub," Cargill took it up. 
** Don't answer the 'phone, Sam," he said in a 
low tone to the butler, '* and close all the doors 
so that we can't hear it ringing." He addressed 
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himself directly to Thethry. " What kind of a 
man is of * her own caste?' What does a 
woman of your sort demand?" He tried to 
seem serious, too, but an imp of mischief gleamed 
in each eye. 

Thethry's head went down into her hands and 
she burst into laughter, bubblingly infectious. 
** Oh I don't know in this game of impudence 
which of us is victor," she wailed. But in an- 
other flash she had dauntlessly resumed her air 
of a royal didacticism. They were all in the joke 
now and smiled appreciatively as she donned and 
doffed it. 

** Ah, who can say?" She made a desparing 
Gallic gesture that, tiny as it was, engaged both 
her hands. '* Fm frightened when I try to 
answer that question. Who can say what pleases 
a woman? What woman can say what pleases 
herself? But FU venture — rushing into that 
final heaven where even angels fear to tread. 
The fine woman wants to hear the whole mascu- 
line scale, to see the whole masculine spectrum. 
She wants — not man — but men — a man, I 
mean, who shall reveal all men to her." 

There was a second burst of laughter that com- 
pleted the circle of the table and some exclama- 
tions of mock-heroic despair. 

** It's only," Cargill interpreted, affecting heart- 
break, ** that we're thinking there never was such 
a he." 
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** And I," Thethry threw a mischievous glance 
to them that followed in the trail of the laughter, 
" I'm thinking each one of you is he." 

The door opened. A man in a chauffeur's 
costume stood on the threshold. " The auto- 
mobile is here, sir," he addressed himself to the 
O' Donahue. The latter waved him away with a 
frown. 

Thethry arose at once. 

" Surely, you're not going now," the O'Donahue 
asked in consternation. 

Her lips betrayed her roguish delight in the 
situation. " Now aren't you sorry you ordered 
that automobile? Confess you didn't expect 
anybody like me — you didn't, did you ? " 

" You bet you ! " the O'Donahue said with 
fervor. 

The Pyx-Jury were exchanging looks, furtive 
with understanding. 

** Oh you haven't seen Veritas yet," Hale burst 
in suddenly. " Mirandolina must see Veritas." 
He appealed to the others. 

They assured her, with every shade of en- 
thusiasm, that she must wait long enough to make 
acquaintance with Veritas. She assented. 

" And Veritas is — " she asked. 

" My dog," Hale apprised her eagerly. " I'm 
awfully proud of him — everybody whom I really 
care for must know Veritas. Wait a moment, I 
beseech you." He went out. 
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He returned coaxing and bullying, his bent 
figure concealing what, apparently, followed at 
his heels. " There, there you are — that's a 
good fellow. Lie down, Veritas! Lie down, I 
tell youl There, see thatl That dog under- 
stands every word I say. What do you think 
of him, Mirandolina ? " he asked with interest. 

Thethry looked for a long moment. " I have 
known all kinds of dogs and I thought I'd seen 
dogs in my day but I never saw a dog like Veri- 
tas." 

" Ah," Hale said, " I see you know the differ- 
ence between adventure and romance. Now 
come, Veritas, do some tricks for Mirandolina. 
Roll over. Roll over. Good boy. How's 
that, Mirandolina? Now walk. WaUcl Walk, 
I say I That's a good boy 1 What do you think 
of that, Mirandolina? Now sing, Veritas! 
Sing for Mirandolina I Sing I say! Do you 
want to be beaten, Veritas? I said, sing! 
What do you think of that, Mirandolina?" 

'* I'm simply overcome," she admitted. " And 
now," she turned and gleamed upon them all, 
*' my coat, please." 

The O' Donahue went at a lagging pace into 
the other room, re-appearing with a dolorous air. 
Thethry had started to unfasten the necklace. 

** Mr. Tileston's orders," Cargill said im- 
mediately, " were to present the lady of the dia- 
monds with the necklace, in case he should not be 
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able to do it himself. ** I don't see what's kept 
him," he murmured to the others. Stepping to 
Thethry's side, he re-clasped the sparkling fes- 
toons about her neck. 

** Thank,' you," Thethry said. She added a 
little more formally, " and him." With a sudden 
air of decision she removed from her neck the 
long chain of topazes from which hung a cigarette- 
case of gold. ** Kindly give this to Mr. Tileston 
with my compliments." She laid the chain on the 
table. " And now," her hand reached for her 
coat. 

" Just one thing more," the O'Donahue begged 
desperately, ** won't you write your name on the 
club register. Your real name, please." 

His quizzical glance challenged her. " Not 
your nom d'aventure." 

" Oh I'm a very real person," Thethry pro- 
tested. She took the pen he handed her and 
wrote in the spaces he indicated. 

"Oh may I take you home?" Cargill en- 
treated. 

" Nobody may take me home." She said this 
with the same air of finality with which she slipped 
her arms into the web of lace that Hale held out 
for her. Something — a hint of formality — 
came into her air. Apparently nobody dared 
gainsay her dictum. " Good-bye," she ended 
prettily. '* You've set a pace for Romance." 
She shot through the group a smile that was 
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graciously universal, yet, in some subtle way, per- 
sonal too. 

Hale escorted her to the door. 

The Pyx- Jury listened in respectful silence until 
the door closed. Then, with one impulse, they 
leaped for the club register. There was a short, 
sharp struggle. Cargill secured it. Standing off, 
he read aloud. " Thethry Vashon, 26 Beacon 
Street. What do you think of her?" 

There was an outburst of vigorous masculine 
admiration. 

** I think though she was putting up the tallest 
kind of a bluff," Peabo said. 

They talked the incident over until outside, the 
soft hum of an automobile grew in strident vol- 
ume — stopped — a key grated. The outer 
door flung open and Tileston rushed into the 
room. 

** The girl? "he burst out. 

** Gone 1"— "Say, but she's a"— "We gave 
her—" 

His hand quieted their clamor. " The neck- 
lace?" 

"Gave it to her?" 

" For heaven's sake, didn't Vitaline telephone 
you ? " He stared at them in consternation. 
" Have you her address?" he added not waiting 
for a reply. 

" 26 Beacdn Street." 

" Lucky ! You fellows have got to hustle 
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now. My sister's maid made a mistake and gave 
me the genuine necklace. That girl, whoever she 
is, is wearing the Parhyte diamonds." 

His listeners stared blankly. Then with in- 
stant comprehension, they answered Sears' swift 
questions and made ready to obey his terse orders. 

" I'll follow on her trail now," he ended 
rapidly. " I think I can catch her. Which way 
did she go. Hale ? " 



CHAPTER XIII 

/^ORNY came rolling down Pinckney Street, 
slowing up to turn into Louisburg Square. 
He rounded the corner and stopped. Clamber- 
ing down, he began to examine the numbers in the 
shadowy doorways. Satisfying himself, he re- 
gained his seat and began circling slowly the oval 
of the Park. 

Five minutes went by and then a man came 
hurrying up Mount Vernon Street. He was 
panting with his haste. He wore a long coat and 
a down-turned slouch hat. He stood an instant 
surveying the Square, then signalled to Corny. 
But, instead of waiting for the cab to come to him, 
he bounded across the street to meet it. Corny 
leaned down to him. 

"Which house is it? " the man asked of him. 

Corny indicated number 99 with a thumb jerked 
backwards. 

"Has Tileston come?" 

" No/' 

141 
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" I've beaten him then." 

"You know about the girl, Hawkins?" Corny 
inquired. 

*' Sure — I've seen her. She came up on our 
steps and stood looking at the stones — we're the 
only lighted house on the Avenue at night now. 
I thought Vitaline had sent them to me by her. 
I opened the door. Scared her to death of course. 
Ran like a deer. I didn't know what to do. At 
first I thought it was all right. Then I called up 
Ebbett and found the whole thing had gone to 
smash. Here comes somebody. Good Lord I 
What do you think of that? " 

The door opposite them had opened and a 
young girl, shaking her head to the eloquent pro- 
tests of the man who accompanied her to the 
threshold, came down the steps alone. 

Hawkins's exclamation came when the light 
from the open door fell upon her. It turned a 
triple string of gems at her throat to bands of fire 
that dropped six flaming coals among the gauzes 
of her gown. With a swift gesture the girl pulled 
her lace coat closer over it. 

Hawkins reached up his hand to Corny as if he 
were just paying his cabman. Then he saun- 
tered across the street and followed the girl who 
had turned towards Mount Vernon Street. The 
cab followed. 

At the corner the girl paused for a moment 
and looked forward and back. The breeze from 
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the river stirred the lace away from her neck. 
For the light that struck from the hollow of her 
throat, it might have been filled with phos- 
phorescence. After a little hesitation she 
turned towards Charles Street. It was deserted. 

Hawkins drew closer. His shifting gaze 
darted ahead, fell for an instant on a little dark 
alley they were approaching. In another half- 
minute the girl would be level with it. He 
quickened his pace as if to pass her. Just before 
they came to the opening, a policeman emerged 
from its gloom and stood bulkily in the shadow. 

Unnotingly the girl passed on. 

As careless as she, Hawkins strode by the officer 
and continued in her wake. 

The electric cab came around the comer from 
Louisburg Square and caught up with them. 

Once on the more populated thoroughfare, the 
girl turned in the direction of Beacon Street. 
Hawkins followed at a reasonable distance in the 
rear. The electric cab turned too but it went 
very slowly, keeping just behind. 

Thethry walked on leisurely. She could not 
go home yet; it was too wonderful to walk in the 
cool of the evening and mull over her adventures. 
For her mind was placid again. All the despair 
of the early evening had gone. Then, for a mo- 
ment, she had looked into an abyss of black hor- 
ror. It seemed to her that, from it, all the phan- 
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toms of the past had come flying up, that they had 
surged about her, killing her new-found peace and 
smothering her new-found joy. There remained 
yet — one stabbing terror — the remembrance of 
that face in the doorway. But at least, whatever 
its appearance portended, she had no further re- 
sponsibility. She was free to review the night, 
to probe the future, to wonder. 

She could think of the Man with the Box now 
with a shy rapture, undefiled by suspicion. Sears 
Tileston, the Pyx- Jury had called him. How she 
wished he had come as they seemed to expect he 
would. None of the others had shaken him from 
his place in her fancy. A little tingle of pique at 
his non-appearance threatened her exhilaration. 
But at least she had a memory. And she tried to 
trust the intuition that told her she would see him 
again. Had it not battled nobly for him, early 
in the evening, when her own suspicions gave him 
no quarter. 

Her spirit laved itself in this new tranquillity 
with a sense of relief after pain, that in itself 
was almost pain. Her abandon to it was almost 
voluptuous. Oh it was sweet, sweet, sweet 1 She 
hummed a little air. 

" Au clair de la lune, 
Mon ami Pierrot, 
Prete-moi ta plume 
Pour ecrire un mot. 
Ma chandelle e$t morte — " 
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" Ma chandelle n'est pas morte," she said in a 
whisper and a passionate joy throbbed In her 
voice, '' finest pas morte — nUst pas morte." 

And although she did not know it, half a million 
dollars worth of diamonds glittered shameless at 
her throat. 



CHAPTER XIV 

CEARS rushed out of the house. The girl 
had taken the direction of Mount Vernon 
Street — that was the extent of Hale's informa- 
tion. He flung blindly down towards Charles 
Street. " Have you seen anything of a young 
girl?" he breathlessly interrogated the rotund 
police officer into whom he ran as he rounded the 
corner, ** dressed in a long white lace thing? " 

The man stared at him with appraising leisure. 
His black-moustached lips rotated ruminatingly 
for a moment. Then he shifted something from 
one cheek to another. ** Just passed her I guess," 
he rumbled in a deep bass. ** She was going up 
Charles Street. She — " But Sears was tearing 
in the direction of his definitive gesture. 

" Have you passed a young girl wearing a 
white lace coat and a white lace thing on her 
head?" 

The staid middle-aged woman presented a face 
146 
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of alarmed expectancy to his impetuous onslaught. 

" Did she have silver buckles on her slippers — 
and orange heels?" The woman was becoming 
interested. Perhaps she sensed romance. " I 
passed her just a moment ago. She crossed over 
to the Garden. She — " Sears, clutching off his 
hat, rushed across the street. 

" Did you see a young girl come in here — all 
in white — very pretty — walks quick?" He 
asked this of a keen-eyed boy who, cigarette in 
mouth, lounged at the entrance of the Public Gar- 
den. 

"What der yer want ter know for? " the boy 
inquired coolly, but as Sears dashed impatiently 
past, he called, " She took the other path." 

Sears sprang to the clew. 

The path wandered between flat flower-beds 
and bunches of eccentric shrubbery. Here and 
there, at corners, incongruous tropical plants lifted 
abashed and alien heads. Pairs of lovers formed 
amorphous groups: the air hummed with amorous 
murmurings. Unheedingly Sears passed them 
all. He flew past the pond, a monument elab- 
orately memorial, a statue veiled in a fountain. 
He came out near the equestrian George Washing- 
ton. There a girl was standing. 

" Have you seen — " His description flowed 
out now in an unhindered stream of question. 

The girl smiled. Perhaps she, too, sought or 
awaited somebody. As she spoke her eyes wan- 
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dered over two points of the compass. " She's 
just gone down there." 

Sears made for the path it indicated — it curved 
and dipped tantalizingly. For an instant there 
was nobody in sight and then it came out with a 
flourish, not far from the big pond. He stared 
about him. 

On one of the settees sat a young girl, a rockery 
with waving ferns at her back, a little summer- 
house at her left. She was nestling comfortably 
back, one arm propping her head. Her eyes were 
down, half-shut; her lips curved in a smile. 

A near-by electric light sputtered and sizzled — 
the world melted to a blur — unearthly, golden- 
purple. Then the light flashed clear again. 

It caught at her throat and ran round it in a 
triple fringe as of a necklace of blue dewdrops, 
quivering, pendulous. Bigger drops, fallen 
away, licked in orange-red flame at her bare 
neck. 

Two men, one a cabman, the other nondescript, 
who had been, with apparent aimlessness, patrol- 
ling the neighboring paths, watched this meeting 
with evident disgust. 

" Now we've got him on our hands," Hawkins 
growled. 

" We missed our chance," Corny murmured 
huskily, ** in that alley on Mount Vernon Street." 

" Yes. Damn that cop I If it wasn't for him 
— go sit on that seat opposite them for awhile 
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and see what they're saying, Corny. Of course I 
can't — he knows me." 

** All right," Corny made his way in the direc- 
tion of the absorbed couple. 

In five minutes he was back again. " They're 
going to take a ride on the swan-boat. I heard 
him say so. After that he's going over to the 
Boylston Club to telephone his sister to come to 
her house at 26 Beacon Street." 

** Corny, you hustle up the Avenue and get 
Vitaline. It won't take you more than five 
minutes to come and go if she's ready. Which 
you bet she is. I'd like her help now. When he 
leaves her to telephone is our time. She can't 
give him the diamonds without my seeing her — I 
can watch every movement here. Tell Vitaline 
to keep near the Arlington Street gate. Get her 
into the cab if Tileston should happen to come 
back that way. Tell her to come the moment I 
whistle." 



CHAPTER XV 

npHETHRY looked up inquiringly as the hero 
of her earliest adventure approached. He 
wore a long, light automobile-coat. He sat 
down beside her, removing his hat. 

" He wants those wedding presents back? " 
she hazarded coolly. 

" My dear Miss Anybody from Anywhere, it 
is true I am an Indian giver." He said it with an 
affectation of profound regret, his eyes glowing 
with laughter. " Of course the moment you had 
gone I discovered that I had given you the neck- 
lace instead of the duplicate." 

" Couldn't you have prophesied that? Now 
that I think of it that was bound to happen. Con- 
sider Marie Antoinette and Raffles 1 It seems to 
be one of the laws of romance that a diamond 
necklace cannot stay put." 

He explained. "This is the rationale of it. 
Gravity has no attraction for a diamond — it 
ought to be called the * vanishing stone.' For all 

ISO 
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wc know it's a higher space jewel with laws of its 
own. Anyway, I know you can't put it down any- 
where without an anchor any more than you can a 
toy balloon. It's very thrilling to see you wearing 
our family gems, though." 

"Dear! Dear!" she burst out regretfully. 
** I liked this necklace as long as I believed it a 
good parody. Now that I know it's real it seems 
as cheap as soap-bubbles to me." 

"You don't like diamonds then?" 

" Like diamonds ! " Her little laugh was gay. 
" I should say I didn't. A big diamond is the 
funniest thing on earth — it's as funny as a picture 
of Niagara Falls. There's something so fat and 
fatuous about it. And these notorious Parhyte 
stones are really obese. I could wake up in the 
middle of the night any time and laugh myself 
into hysterics over the mere thought of them." 

She paused and considered the matter an in- 
stant, her thoughtful gaze wandering. " Still, 
that there may be no legal difficulty from this, I 
shall have to ask your sister to call at my house to 
identify her property — to-night if she wishes. 
I hope she will present the duplicate for my in- 
spection." 

" She is pretending not to trust me," Sears 
meditated aloud. " Do you see the man who has 
had the audacity to try to interrupt our tete-a-tete 
by coming to sit opposite? He's pretending to 
doze but I feel it ia my bones that he's listening to 
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us. Pm going to stare at him until he retires 
overcome with shame." 

Thethry laughed a little. " Hypnotism or 
mental telegraphy ? " she asked. 

" Watch me ! " Sears said confidently. " Car- 
gill's gone out after my sister who's at the Wrex- 
meres. I'll go over to the Boylston Club pres- 
ently and telephone her that ' the Death Dia- 
monds ' are alive again and doing business at the 
old stand. Shall we stay here and talk until 
then?" 

** By all means," she accepted promptly. Later 
we can take a ride on a swan-boat. Have we 
time?" 

" Plenty. Ah what did I tell you? Our spec- 
tator hikes. He slinks — terrified by my basilisk 
gaze." He put his hand into his pocket and 
brought out a shining chain from which hung a 
gold cigarette case. " I don't intend to return 
this," he announced. 

" No, you needn't. I'm not an Indian giver. 
How much prettier my topazes are than your 
diamonds." 

" Very much." 

" You raise my expectations again," Thethry 
began dreamily. " I begin to think that I've 
stumbled upon a real Arabian Nights adventure. 
Oh I hoped so much that your Pyx- Jury would 
turn out to be a gang of thieves — gallant, chival- 
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rous, upper-class thieves of course — the kind who 
have been infesting fiction to so alarming an ex- 
tent lately. But I suppose that is too much to 
ask." She sighed. 

He sighed with her. " I'm afraid that I'll have 
to admit they're only gentlemen." 

"Well, they were really very charming," she 
concluded magnanimously. " But now you give 
a new direction to conjecture." She turned upon 
him suddenly. " How do I know that you're tell- 
ing me the truth? How do I know but that this 
is all a scheme to steal Miss Tileston's diamonds? 
How do I know that you are really Miss Tiles- 
ton's brother? Everybody knows her of course, 
but who knows the brother of a beauty? It's 
more than likely that you are a clever ' yegg ' — 
I've no doubt you have plenty of * soup ' all ready 
in your pocket. Perhaps you're intending to chlor- 
oform me. How enchanting 1 You are a villain, 
aren't you? Oh please say that you are! " 

" I'll say anything to insure your favor." 

She shook her head. " You don't enter into 
the spirit of it — you don't do it well. But per- 
haps that's your subtlety. I believe it's that. 
You can't make up your mind to trust me. Now, 
certainly, I'll keep these diamonds until I can de- 
liver them into Miss Tileston's very hands. Had 
you been honest with me, perhaps, I might have 
aided you. Oh by the way," she concluded non- 
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chalantly, " aren't you going to have a cigarette ? 
The golden coffer that hangs from the string of 
topazes is packed with them." 

Sears handed her the case. He drew a cigar- 
ette from it when it yawned open at her touch on 
the spring. 

She watched him, again the glimmer of mirth 
in her soft eyes. He lighted it with a jab of the 
match against his heel. She followed every move 
as he drew upon it — respired a swift arrow of 
smoke — drew again and again — contemplated 
absently the glowing end — blew a volley of care- 
less rings — drew again — let it escape in a soft, 
lazy, fluttering coil and, unnoting, snapped off a 
leaning pillar of ash. 

** You've passed Test Number One," she an- 
nounced with gravity. 

He turned and looked at her for a curious in- 
stant. But he made no comment. " Tell me, 
first of all. Pandora, did you open the box?" 

She colored, losing some of the composed rail- 
lery of her air. " I did." 

" I should hate you if you hadn't." 

" I could resist everything but the wobble of 
the cover. There was too much subtlety in that 
suggestion." 

" What did you expect to find? " 

" Anything from a live rattlesnake to a lost 
will." 
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" Were you disappointed when it proved to be 
only a diamond necklace?" 

" Well, of course," she said with a resumption 
of the air of mental patronage that had marked 
her intercourse with the Pyx- Jury, " there's some- 
thing frightfully bromidic about the diamond. 
The opal's the sulphite, you know. A big dia- 
mond's like a professional beauty. Men are 
crazy to own them but after you get them they're 
only good for exhibition purposes. And yet, I'll 
have to confess — " of a sudden her tone 
dropped its arrogance, grew friendly, grew warmly 
frank, almost confidential. " I will have to con- 
fess that I was woman enough to be carried out of 
myself by the dazzle of the Parhyte diamonds." 

" How did you explain the situation?" 

His question might have been a blow for the 
start she gave. Her slender hands, lying soft as 
plucked flowers in her lap, clutched each other 
with a grip of steel. " I was frightened at first — 
I did not know — I could not think — I — I — 
I — " Suddenly she threw her head back and 
laughed but there was a determined note in her 
mirth. Her hands relaxed their grip and lay quiet 
though still quivering. 

" That reminds me — I had nearly forgotten. 
Thereby hangs the tale of Adventure Number 
Two. I did not tell that to the Pyx-Jury. In 
fact I forgot it," 
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" What adventure? " He stopped smoking an 
instant. 

** I opened the box twice, first, under the street 
lamp and then — when I saw what was in it — in 
a doorway — the only lighted one for a block or 
two." 

" It must have been my cousin Marcia's then." 
Tileston turned away, tossing his cigarette into the 
bushes. " They're the only people in town on our 
side." 

She pondered this. Then like lightning a flash 
of terror ran jaggedly across her face. But as 
Sears turned back she composed it at once. When 
she spoke again a little tremble ran in her tone. 
" While I stood there the door opened very slowly, 
very quietly. I looked up. The butler stood in 
the doorway. He reached out towards the dia- 
monds." She stopped. 

" That must have been Hawkins, Marcia's 
butler." 

"What did you do?" 

"I — I ran." 

"Did he follow you?" 

" No." 

" Did he speak to you ? " 

" No." The lie dropped as easily from her lips 
as a petal from a dying rose. 

" Did you speak to him? " 

"No." The second lie came with the same 
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ready precision. But her eye-lashes closed over 
her eyes. 

He was silent, considering this. 

" Mr. Tileston." For an instant her pose, ex- 
quisite in its melting, composed quality, grew, 
rigid. " Oh I hope you won't let your sister keep 
* the Death Diamonds ' in the house another night. 
It's dangerous — really. Believe me — I entreat 
you to believe me — I have a feeling that I 
can't get over that that man — Hawkins you call 
him — would have stolen the diamonds from me 
if he could." Her face was intense with earnest- 
ness. 

"Thank you for your warning. But you 
mustn't let * the Death Diamonds ' idea get into 
your head. To be sure I don't want Jadie to keep 
the things in the house. She won't. As far 
Hawkins — I think that was his idea of a joke. 
Well, put yourself in his place 1 " Tileston seemed 
amused. " He sees a girl come into the vestibule. 
He waits for her to ring. It doesn't come. He 
sees her bending over something. He approaches 
and peeps and finds her examining a diamond 
necklace. He wouldn't have been human if he 
hadn't frightened you a little." 

" Yes, I see what you mean — only I felt — ** 
she broke off with a slow, unconvinced headshake. 
*^ I don't know quite how I felt, but there was such 
a red glare back in his eyes that it did not seem 
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like a joke. That would be one way for kings to 
test their ministers, wouldn't it?" She changed 
the subject with a visible sense of relief. " To 
leave them alone with the court jewels and watch 
them unseen. It's as if precious stones had a sin- 
ister, magnetic power that brought out in people 
all their hidden lusts and cupidities." 

Sears made no comment on this. His air 
seemed to dismiss the whole subject. He had 
fallen into a position similar to the one which, on 
his arrival, Thethry had rejected for a more dig- 
nified, erect posture. His chin supported by his 
hand, he now studied her. 

She sat admirably still under his gruelling scru- 
tiny, her profile presented to him with an unswerv- 
ing directness. But in spite of her composure 
something, half emotion, half mental excitement, 
seemed to run fluidly under her skin^ to break 
against it in elfin waves, shifting in color and 
varying in shadow. He found all kinds of revela- 
tions written on her face. The mobility of her 
features betrayed her responsiveness, her sensitive- 
ness, her sympathy. Spirit dwelt in the turn of 
her nostril, the pose of her head. Humor, whim- 
sical, delicate, sunny, lurked in the flexible eye- 
brows and in the infinitesimal quirk upwards of 
their extremities. An arch, restrained mirth 
seemed, even in her most serious moments, to 
glimmer in the depths of her agate eyes, to be 
compelling a more flowing contour to her firmly- 
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curled lips. She seemed actually to breathe spon- 
taneities, enthusiasms, impulses, audacities — all 
the qualities of a whole-souled ardor. And yet, 
back of all this surface-display was an expression 
that he could not analyze. Was it discontent? No 
— surely a deeper thing. Melancholy? The 
shadows melting under her eyes into the warm pal- 
lor of her skin hinted at that. Or was it the air of 
a soul, wistful of human experience, but compelled 
to remoteness? Sequestered she seemed, and yet 
there was no chill about her. Tenderness lay on 
her face like dew on a flower. Every detail of 
her, even the tiny moles that, by their coquettish 
diablerie, seemed to accent her sex, proved her a 
warmly-fleshed, vibrant creature. 

The conflicting elements bafiled him. 

" What beautiful, liquid, long-lashed, ardent 
eyes you have," he remarked in a tone of dispas- 
sionate observation. 

She permitted a flicker to her eyelids. 

" The better to See you, my dear," she asserted. 

" And what dainty, delicate, delightful, delic- 
ious and wholly delectable ears you have 1 " 

Her hand stole inquiringly to one of them by 
way of acknowledgment. 

" The better to hear you, my dear." 

**What soft lips, what admirable little blue- 
white teeth and what an impertinent little pointed 
tongue." 

The lips twitched. 
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" The better to tell you I've had enough of 
this." 

" I'm not paying you compliments. I hope 
you understand that. I'm only thinking aloud." 

** One man," she turned inconsistently to the sub- 
ject, " used to say that the irises of my eyes were 
so slashed with triangles of a darker color that 
the effect was that of a sunburst in jewelry." 

She turned about and coolly lifted her eyes to 
his. 

He examined them, taking plenty of time in the 
process. Her chin was held strictly to its imper- 
tinent angle, but deep in her eyes, like a star fallen 
into a well, mirth still twinkled. 

" I hate you for not letting me discover that 
for myself," he said at last. " But whoever he 
was, he described the effect accurately — curse 
him 1 " He studied her face a moment, frowning. 
"The first alarm rang in my mind then," he ac- 
knowledged. " I don't like it." 

"Oh!" She blushed. "It was only Test 
Number Two," she confessed impulsively. 

" And Test Number One was — " 

" The way you smoked." 

He considered this with an amused indulgence. 
But again he made no comment. " Talk to me ! " 
he ordered. " Tell me all about yourself. Tell 
me the truth ! " 

She mocked. " Tell you the truth ! And who 
are you that I should give such a costly gift?'* 
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His eyes betrayed his appreciation of this 
riposte. " Tell me all about yourself," he con- 
tinued to coax. 

Thethry duplicated his mocking accents. " My 
favorite picture is any Blake or any Beardsley 
when it is not any Velasquez, or any Botticelli, or 
any Whistler. My favorite music is any Bee- 
thoven, or any Wagner when it is not D'Indy, or 
Sousa or the latest rag-time ballad. My favorite 
poet Is Omar or Herbert when it is not Chaucer 
or Henley or any nonsense jingles. My favorite 
memoirs are Cazanova and St. Augustine when it 
is not Brantome or the Book of Job or Pepys. 
My favorite play is Lear or Everyman or The 
Gay Lord Quex or Sister Beatrice when it is not 
the latest melodrama. My favorite stories are 
Tom Jones and Mademoiselle de Maupin when 
it is not Alice in Wonderland or any Jane Austen 
or the latest dime novel. Now choose from all 
the sides of my character if you dare." 

" I refuse to choose — I want to know them 
all. I'm sure I've seen half a dozen already. 
But let's not talk that way. Let's avoid all gen- 
eral subjects — the theatre, books, music, art. 
Frankly I don't care a picayune what your prefer- 
ences are." 

She considered the subject with solemnity — 
but her mirth still shot in arrows through her 
thick lashes. " Well, will it help you any," she 
said with the despair of the drowning man clutch- 
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ing at a straw, " to know that I'm fond of grape- 
fruit and asparagus, silk stockings, bead-necklaces, 
Chinese clothes and picture postcards, that I al- 
ways get myself inky when I write, that I can 
never myself use a blotter, that I tear the flaps 
off of all the envelopes I receive, that I always 
spell elaborate with two b's — I would prefer 
three — it seems even more elab — be — b — or- 
ate and that my handwriting has never grown up, 
that I prefer penny vaudeville to all kinds of 
amusements, that I am simply dying to go to a 
prize-fight and into a barber-shop and that, when 
I get off a street-car, I always close the door after 
me although I am morally sure that the car will 
start up just as I step off." 

" That helps some. But let's be even more per- 
sonal and intimate and employ only those ques- 
tions that deep calls to deep. You might be any- 
body you know — royalty or a foundling — for 
all I know of you — let's talk with the mental 
nudity of disembodied spirits, of creatures with 
no more need for reserves than clothes. You've 
come — we'll pretend — from the Pleiades — 
you are, in fact, that mysterious lost Pleiad, there's 
been so much fuss about in art and poetry. Let's 
tell each other everything. We'll make a bargain 
not to refuse any question that we may answer 
with honor." 

"You're making a fetich of frankness," she 
murmured. 
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" But it*s worth it. What do you say?" 

The necklace emitted a fusillade of sparks, 
stirred to life by her doubting headshake. 

" Frankness such as you describe," she went on 
thoughtfully, " oh I'm half afraid. There are 
so many difficulties in the way and it brings such 
responsibility to us. It's a kind of obstacle race. 
In the first place you know of course that it's al- 
most humanly impossible for a woman to tell the 
truth." 

" Oh I think I understand the kind of truth a 
woman tells," he helped her smilingly. 

" I think I can tell the truth — on compulsion," 
she went on. " Sometimes I've told more truth 
than was really consistent with duty — I've been 
perfectly conscienceless about it — I've told the 
truth to the very limit. But I paid for it." She 
paused a moment. " I paid for it." 

Her voice had run down to a whisper and sud- 
denly her eyes grew dull as if she looked back to 
what could give them no light. " You know," 
she turned upon him with a sudden fury of revela- 
tion, " the Fates lay duties on every human qual- 
ity. We pay for our hope, we pay for our de- 
spair. We pay for our courage. We pay for 
our cowardice. We pay for our beauty. We 
pay for our deformity. We pay, perhaps more 
heavily than for any of these, for our lies. But 
we pay heaviest of all for our truth." An in- 
stant her eye lay sombre on his and then she caught 



1 64 JUNE JEOPARDY 

the gayety that had slipped away from her. " Do 
you believe any woman ever told any man the whole 
truth?" she asked. 

Sears thought hard for a moment, but he was 
not considering her question. For what truth had 
she paid so hard? he wondered. What expe- 
rience lay behind all that fervor of paradoxical 
conviction ? Could he ask ? No, she was not the 
kind of woman a man questioned haphazard. Re- 
gretfully he followed the lighter lure that she held 
out to him. 

" Ah, but I don't ask for the whole truth," he 
protested. " Heavens, I'm no longer a boy. Only 
for the truth as far as we go. What I ask is, in 
brief, not that we shall tell everything but that we 
shall never lie. Either for absolute truth or for 
frank, acknowledged silence. I do not expect you 
to tell me all, but I do expect you not to fill in the 
hiatus with a ghastly dummy-truth." 

" And then there are other things." She turned 
and looked at him directly, one hand supporting 
her cheek. The diamonds that dripped from her 
neck were not more bright than her excited eyes. 
" If we make this pact, I shall ask you, for in- 
stance, to treat me exactly as if I were a man. But 
are you worthy of that mark of esteem, of faith, 
of trust? Can you treat me like a man with tact 
and finesse? Will you know when not to treat me 
like a man? I shall be vaguely discomforted if 
you take me at my word and forget that I am a 
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woman. On the other hand if I find you conde- 
scending to my sex, glossing glaring and inevita* 
ble facts, prettifying them for me, not reducing 
them to their lowest terms, not extracting the 
square root of expression, weakly expurgating 
vivid, virile truths here, carelessly inserting fra- 
grant lies there — serving me my evidence in cro- 
quettes when I want it raw — you will bore me 
virulently. And after boredom there is no to- 
getherness. I'm not making myself understood 
perhaps and it's a difficult path for you to follow 
even if you do understand. For, believe me, I am 
the most fastidious, the most capricious woman in 
the world." 

She paused an instant. He took advantage of 
the opportunity to enjoy the burnishing flare that 
her enthusiasm made through the ivory of her face. 

" You must know exactly when and how and for 
how long you may treat me like another man. At 
those times if you wish you may be cavalier with 
me, call me insolent names, give lordly orders, 
compel me to wait on you. You may refuse to 
tie my shoe — you may retain your seat while I 
stand — you may wear your hat in the house — 
you may — " she stopped, italicizing her remark 
by her accent, she said impressively '^ you may 
even wear it on the back of your head. But 
you must realize the precise second when — bang 
— that's all gone and you must be humble man to 
my dominant woman again. Then you must make 
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up — you must pay me pretty compliments, load 
me with every exquisite attention in your reper- 
toire, invest our commerce with an atmosphere that 
will reek poetry and romance, youth and happi- 
ness/' 

Again she paused for breath. Her eye-iashes 
went down. How seriously must he take all this 
he wondered. 

" Oh there are so many things I shall ask of 
you. Will you, for instance, talk abstractly with 
me for hours on these three great subjects of hu- 
man thought — Life and Death and Love (and 
the greatest of these is Love) — and yet, in a 
flash, drop concretely back to what interests us 
most — Yourself and Myself? Will you promr 
ise me to be fantastic one moment and philosophic 
the next? To plunge me into abysses of conjec- 
ture and dazzle me with mad flurries of revelation? 
Will you be poet, sage, voluptuary, ascetic — all 
in one man ? Can you make me feel that I am an 
empress, a fairy, a gamine and an ideal — all in 
one woman ? Will you promise — oh and this is 
awful — it's like putting you on your honor — 
that you will never, never, never, with that subtle 
facility that marks your sex, permit the psycholog- 
ical moment to go by?" 

Her eye-lashes flashed up. She uplifted to his 
a face, pathetic with pleading. But deep down in 
her eyes the star of her mirth still twinkled, in- 
corrigible. 
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He did not answer her long question at once. 
In fact he never answered it. But he too smiled 
and his smile was transforming. The light that 
glowed in his eyes seemed to spill over and radiate 
his whole face, dissipating its restlessness, leaving 
it young, happy. 

" You have a charming smile," she said. " I 
know that I shall like you." 

He smiled again. 

" I'm not paying you compliments," she thrust 
back at him roguishly. " I hope you understand 
that. I'm only thinking aloud." 

" Aren't you compelling me though to an in- 
glorious future, understudying the Cheshire cat? " 
The frown that seemed with him always to be- 
token mental perturbation, came out between his 
brows. " But to return to our discussion, I'll 
take the prerogative of my sex and open it. In 
payment, I promise you, you shall have the last 
word." He paused. "What is your vocation? 
What is your avocation?" 

Thethry's face fused softly. " My vocation 
is the rescue of derelicts on a cruel, uncharted, so- 
cial sea — my avocation is the pursuit of romance. 
And yours? " 

" I have ho vocation. My avocation is dead 
cities." 

" Dead cities ! You must tell me about that." 

" Sometime. Not now. Question Number 
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Two — have yau ever been in love ? That al* 
ways brings home the money." 

" Oh that's the awful out about my confes- 
sions." She admitted it with an arch shamefaccd- 
ness. " I shall have to tell you — oh how can 
you respect me after this — that, although my po- 
sition as an unprotected heiress has brought me 
more lovers than I can handle — I have never 
been in love in my life. And you? " 

Sears tossed away his second cigarette. " I 
have never been in love with anybody, but I have 
never been out of love with love." 

" Somehow it makes you more interesting. 
Now what shall I say? I can't ask you to tell me 
about them, can I ? " 

" It's not quite according to the code," Sears 
helped her ignorance. 

" Oh well, there are plenty of other questions 
that I want to ask you." She relinquished her 
first project with a regretful sigh to turn an intense 
flood of gaze into his. " They're frightfully im- 
pertinent." 

His shrug seemed to permit anything. 

" Do you know — when occasion requires It — 
how to hurry? " 

He smiled. " You should have seen me hot- 
footing on your trail." 

" Can you whistle? " 

He smiled again. He let a rich whirl of sound 
uncoil for an instant on the still air. 
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" And now last of all — ah, this is a crisis — do 
you take cold water baths?" 
For the third time he smiled. 



CHAPTER XVI 

€i npHIS IS too wonderful," she said with a vis- 
ible affectation of dazed unbelief. " I 
can't believe it. Suppose we should turn out to 
be kindred souls? '' 

He jumped up. " Let's do something madly 
romantic to celebrate. Let's set a new fashion in 
adventuring. Let's shake Boston to the core — 
what do you say to a ride in a swan-boat? " 

He watched dubiety grow on her face. 

" I feel as if a sea voyage would restore my 
health and spirits," he coaxed. 

" I was only thinking about the time." 

He consulted with a flat, small timepiece that 
slipped, chainless, from his pocket. 

" We've plenty of time. Cargill can't have 
arrived at the Wrexmeres yet. May I charter a 
whole swan that we may be alone, Elsa ? " 

" Yes, Lohengrin." 

She arose and walked with him over the bridge. 

" What game shall we play, fair cousin Sheba ? " 
170 
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" It's your turn, O wise King Solomon." 

" Very well." He acceded with promptness. 
We are now about to explore the Mediterranean 
on our honeymoon." 

Thethry was for a wistful instant silent. " Oh 
to be there again," she accorded his choice. 

" You like the Riviera ? " he asked as he handed 
her into the boat. 

'" I adore the Riviera." Her fervor was al- 
most gush. " I have made countless trips on 
the Mediterranean — I know every wave. Of 
course we shall stop at Gibraltar. Let's watch the 
two sentinels salute — you know the picture — the 
slouched Spaniard, unkempt but picturesque, and 
the trig, smart Tommy Atkins. You must let me 
take advantage of my woman's privilege to make a 
tour of inspection of the fort." 

"Won't you tell me something real now?'* 
There was a nuance of serious pleading in his 
voice. " It's been like a masquerade and I've en- 
joyed guessing what I could of you. But now 
I'm material enough to want to give you a local 
habitation and a name. Don't you think it's 
nearly time to unmask. Lady of Mysteries? It's 
like keeping up a disguise on a desert island. I 
don't ask for the whole and exact history of your 
heart, but I'd like a working plan of your life." 

By this time their gondolier had inserted him- 
self into the vitals of the swan. They were 
ploughing merrily over the toy-lake. Thethry's 
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eyes were caught on the shimmering wake of light 
from the electric arc opposite. It crawled over 
the water like a silver serpent and caught them 
in yawning, jaws. For a fascinated instant she 
seemed unable to withdraw her gaze. But with 
a visible effort she aroused herself and a faraway, 
alien air enveloped her. Involuntarily she moved 
from him a little. 

Sears felt as if a fine, intangible curtain had come 
down between them. He cursed himself for his 
curiosity. 

" Oh, in one way there's not much to tell," she 
said. Her tone was amiable — the tone of a 
queen who condescends to explain to a subject 
whose gaucherie it is her whim to humor for an In- 
stant. 

Another curtain, delicate, invisible, seemed to 
descend between them. 

" And yet, in another way, there's a good deal. 
I was born, I must confess it at once, of wealthy 
but aristocratic parents. My mother was a south- 
ern woman — a Virginian — from one of those 
proud old families whose history has been one long 
romance from colonial days to * befo' de wah ! ' 
When she was very young she came on a visit to 
New York, accompanied by her maid, a negress 
named Annah. There she met a young Russian 
refugee — Ignice Vashon. He had been expatri- 
ated for a political crime. There were all sorts of 
stories afloat about him, but, as a matter of fact. 
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he was of noble family and the potential heir to 
tremendous wealth. My mother fell in love and 
eloped with him. Her people cast her off and she 
never saw any of them again. Here we are at 
Nice!" 

She interrupted herself to gaze dreamily through 
the willows that trailed in the pond to what her 
vision spread out beyond them. Sears waited. 

" Sails set for Monaco, Monte Carlo and Men- 
tone," she said. "But we shall stay at Bordighera 
— you know that lovely little French town, don't 
you?" 

Sears started. " Yes, I know it," he admitted 
after some hesitation. 

** A mere spur of a town," she described it with 
reminiscent dreaminess filming her eyes, " set in 
hills that it's always trying to climb and succeed- 
ing only in slipping back. Where was I ? " 

" She never saw her own people again," Sears 
prompted her. 

" They went abroad when I was a baby. 
Father came into his inheritance in some way — 
although he could not go back to Russia. I have 
never known anything but a luxury almost princely. 
You know, perhaps, the luxury of the Russian no- 
bility exiled in Paris — the Arabian Nights seems 
pale beside it. But because we were always travel- 
ing about, I never had a home. Mother died 
when I was ten." 

Thethry stopped an instant and her face 
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changed. " I loved her very dearly," she said. 
She turned to him again with that air of warm 
frankness that, occasionally came into their talk. 
The impalpable curtains that had come between 
them were all torn away. Going beyond him, her 
eyes fixed again. She seemed to be describing a 
picture that she saw hanging in the air. 

"She was a beautiful, a patrician creature — 
spiritual too — the kind of a woman that's like a 
vial of a wonderful, potent, subtle essence. A 
drop of her spilled into a man's life would sweeten 
it to the end. We were great comrades. I'll show 
you the daguerreotype of her that I have. I wish 
you could have known her." She dropped this last 
after a pause and with a diffidence that she had not 
yet shown. 

Sears did not speak, but his eyes softened. 

" Father was inconsolable after her death. 
We moved restlessly from place to place on the 
continent until I was thirteen. Then he, too, died. 
I was sent home to America to school — it had 
been my mother's wish that I be educated there. 
When I came out of the convent, I went to Vir- 
ginia. All my mother's family were dead and 
the family place — Dacre Hall — had burned 
down. All the family heirlooms, the things that 
had been saved from the fire — books, silver, por- 
traits, furniture came to me. But I had no feeling 
for Virginia." 
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She stopped again and looked about her with a 
retrospective gaze. 

" And now the Italian coast — Genoa, Naples, 
Palermo, Tangiers — oh, it's a maddening proces- 
sion ! I could take you to places in the centre of 
Sicily — far beyond Brindisi for instance — so old 
and primitive that you would find goats kept under 
the inn and there would be no forks to eat with." 

Again Sears started. His eyes hardened. 
Quickly, again his look became non-committal. 
" I had no feeling for Virginia," he thrust her 
back on the main track. 

" Oh yes. I simply couldn't stay there. There 
was a New England branch of the family that had 
lived in Boston. I found out all I could about 
them, for they, too, were all dead. But I bought 
the old house on Beacon Street and had all the 
things sent up from Virginia. For the last three 
months I have been getting my house ready. To- 
night I sleep in the home of my ancestors for the 
first time." 

" Are you alone there? '* 

" No. Far from it! " With a little smile she 
studied the rockery that rises from the centre of 
the pond. " Eastern Italy now — we'll stop at 
Taormina to see the soldiers embark for Egypt. 
We're coming to Venice. See how it hangs like 
an opal between sunlit water and sun-shot sky. I 
could show you the most wonderful old Inn far 
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off in the country — the Inn of the Giraffe — 
crouching, fast asleep, among soft, dimply hills." 

" You were saying you were not alone," Sears 
suggested patiently. 

" I have five girls with me now. TheyVe been 
living with Annah in the house on Beacon Street, 
for a month, waiting for me to join them. You 
see I have a great deal more money than I know 
what to do with and, like every woman with New 
England blood in her veins, I want to turn it to 
good account. But scientific charity — calculated 
philanthropy — seems to make no appeal to me, I 
don't know quite why. I think it isn't that I want 
to make people good or wise — it's more that 
I want to make them happy. I had met from time 
to time, five working-girls who had made a special 
appeal to me — beautiful, blonde creatures, am- 
bitious and dissatisfied. Perhaps they interested 
me particularly because I am not, myself, blonde, 
beautiful or ambitious. And I have — tempera- 
mentally — a great deal of sympathy with any 
kind of environment discontent. One was a cloak- 
model who wanted to go on the stage, another a 
type-writer yearning to be a newspaper woman, 
the third, a dressmaker, trying to establish her- 
self as a fashionable modiste, the fourth, a mil- 
liner, simply crazy to be a nurse and the last a 
schoolteacher, eating her heart out in a little sleepy 
country town because she couldn't go to college." 

She stopped again and her gaze,^ as if idly, fell 
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on his hands. She exclaimed in surprise. 
" Why ! you have beautiful hands, haven't you ? 
I hadn't discovered that before." 

*' Tell me about your girls! " 

" You win ! " she burst out. " I take my hat 
off to you." 

** I win?" He glanced at her inquiringly. 
'* Oh, I see — another test." 

" Yes, I've tried every method I know of to 
throw you off the track. I even complimented 
you — and you know what that does to a man or- 
dinarily — but you held on to my story every 
time." 

His face cleared as if by the exorcism of magic. 
" Oh ! " he said to himself with the long-drawn 
out inflection that marks a mental revelation. His 
whole look changed as if something priceless had 
been restored to him. " Tell me about your girls," 
he went on without explanation. 

She smiled her appreciation of this persistence. 
" They are of that iron-clad, self-respecting class 
to whom it is impossible to give or lend money. 
But I induced them to let me hire them to fill po- 
sitions in my household. And I really make them 
work hard. They are using their salaries to ed- 
ucate themselves in the things they want to do. 
They have proven themselves thoroughbreds, 
adaptable, appreciative, lovable. And oh, they 
are so lovely to look at — only a brunette can un- 
derstand. They represent every outdoor type — 
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goddess, nymph, naiad, dryad, oread. I think/' 
she concluded reflectively as they landed, '* I'll take 
them abroad next summer." 

" And are they at your house now? " 

" Yes." 

Sears roared. 

"Why do you laugh?" 

" The Pyx- Jury must be there with them. I 
sent them there to head you off in case I missed 
you." 

Thethry laughed too. 

" Well, you can depend upon it that they arc 
not being bored if they are with my Blondes." 
The shadows about her mouth made fluttering by- 
play. ** Anyway, I promised them all husbands." 

" Tests three, four and five passed safely," she 
announced with tranquillity. 

" Oh, those are easy ones, but I'll come a crop- 
per before this test business is through." There 
was little perturbation in his manner, however. 

He helped Thethry off the boat and, without ap- 
parent aim, they made their way back to the seat, 
near the little arbor, where he had first found her. 



CHAPTER XVII 

^^/^H I know what I want to ask you,'* she said 
carelessly as they sat down. " Won't you 
please tell me about these diamonds and about 
that extraordinary, that mysterious uncle of 
yours ? " 

" Oh, there's not much that's mysterious about 
him," Sears protested, " although he was an inter- 
esting old fellow enough. Of course the yellow 
newspapers printed wild stories about him and his 
diamonds, most of which weren't true. But there 
were better things that they never got hold of. 
He was fond of us — Jadie, my sister Penelope 
and me — particularly Jadie. * That jade ! ' he 
called her when she was still only a superhumanly 
mischievous baby. Finally we all called her Jadie. 
We used to go to stay with him often in the coun- 
try. My first recollections of him are of the won- 
derful stories he told us about gems when we were 
children. Of course he had explored all of the fa- 
mous treasure-houses of the world — do you know 
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anything about them — the Priest's Treasury in 
the Kremlin, the Hermitage, the Green Vaults of 
Dresden, the Convent of Troitza and the Shrine 
of Loretto? Once, by the exercise of every bit 
of diplomatic pull that he could command, he was 
admitted to the Treasury of the Seraglio in Tur- 
key. Then besides he had the whole lore of pre- 
cious stones on his tongue's tip. Some of the 
things he used to tell us I shall never forget." 

** Oh, tell me about them," Thethry pleaded. 

Sears laughed. " I shan't know where to end. 
Well, first of all there was the wonderful magic 
ring of Ahmed, worth, the Genoese jewelers of 
the Middle Ages said, a year's revenue of all Asia 
Minor. That disappeared mysteriously centuries 
ago and was never recovered, although superhuman 
efforts were made by daring adventurers. It was 
the Holy Grail of jewelry, really. They say it's 
in Constantinople now. For a long time when I 
was a boy, I thought the first thing I should do, 
when I got to be a man, was to find that ring. 
Then there was the Diamond Throne — a huge 
thing, rudely made, one solid mass of diamonds. 
That's in the Kremlin now. Then there was the 
Emerald Table at Damascus — a table with a top 
made from a single emerald, surrounded by pearls. 
There was the famous Peacock Throne — heav- 
ens I how crazy I was to see that — a throne made 
entirely of gold with steps of silver. Back of it 
stood a peacock, life-size, with its head raised and 
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its tail spread, solid with precious stones that made 
the blue and green of the feathers. There was 
the wonderful Diamond Plume of Prince Ester- 
hazy that he wore on his huzzar-cap. That was 
made of five thousand diamonds. There was a 
story of the Duke of Buckingham who used to 
have diamonds set all over his clothes that he 
could shake loose whenever he wanted to make 
a display. Then there were the five glorious emer- 
alds of Cortez. They were carved Into the pret- 
tiest shapes, a rose, a horn, a bell with a tongue 
of pearl, a fish with golden eyes, and a little cup, 
the most valuable of all. That must have been 
a wonder. It had a foot of gold, four little gold 
chains attached to a large pearl button. It had 
an edge of gold, engraved with a Latin motto. 
Cortez lost these emeralds in a shipwreck on the 
Barbary coast. Another thing I was going to do 
when I grew up was to man an expedition to the 
Barbary coast to dredge for those emeralds. Oh 
the maps I've studied — and made I Then there 
was a curious figure that Uncle Rex actually saw 
in the Seraglio — the figure of one of the Sultans 
of Turkey, six inches high, made of solid pearl 
with turquoise arms and legs and a turban of dia- 
monds. That was my particular joy, but Jadie 
liked most a little parrot that Uncle Rex saw also 
in the Seraglio — carved from a single emerald." 
" Oh, how charming," Thethry sighed. " I 
don't know which I should choose — the parrot 
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perhaps, although the little emerald cup of Cortez 
makes a great appeal to me. But don't stop ! " 

" Even then, Uncle Rex had the love of dia- 
monds that made him famous and the fear of 
burglars that made him infamous. As I grew 
older the work on the diamonds that was always 
going on in his house absorbed me. Uncle Rex 
had a skilled workman, sent from Antwerp, to 
teach him how to cut and polish and he, himself, 
did all of his own work of that kind, finally. He 
wouldn't trust his stones in anybody's keeping. 
He distrusted everybody — especially other dia- 
mond collectors. Before I was ten, I knew all 
about diamonds, mineralogically, technically and 
historically. Do you know anything about the 
subject?" 

" I would like to be instructed." 

"If you will take off that necklace for a mo- 
ment, I will show you about them." 

Obediently Thethry unclasped the diamonds. 
She spread them out on her lap and they looked 
at them together. 

" Any child who was passing would scream, 
* Fire 1 ' " she said with conviction. 

Sears plunged his hand fearlessly into the flame 
and drew it away, dripping fringes of flame. 
" You see Uncle Rex arranged these briolettes in 
strings that deepen in color as they go inward. 
The outer strand is a steel-blue, the middle a real 
azure and the inner the peacock, blue-green that is 
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the most valuable of all. But the pendants, on the 
other hand, deepen as they proceed outward. The 
three highest are of a peach-blossom pink, the two 
middle ones arc of a tint that he was always look- 
ing for, what he called the rose of the secret mys- 
teries — you see it is almost a coral. The big 
lower pendeloque is an orange-red. Perhaps you 
know that the famous oriental stones all have 
names, poetic enough some of them are too — 
the Mountain of Splendor, the Sea of Glory, the 
Crown of the Moon, the Moon of Mountains, 
the Ocean of Lustre. Uncle Rex used to call that 
pendeloque the Lotus." He stopped and burst 
into irresistible laughter. 

" What are you laughing at ? " Thethry in- 
quired curiously. 

" Seeing the Lotus again reminds me that when 
I was sixteen, I wrote an interminable epic poem 
that was supposed to be its history. It began: 

The angry dawn had scratched across the sky 
The blood-red wound of morning. 

It was of course a description of the hundred 
murders the Lotus had been responsible for. 
According to the rajah who sold it to Uncle Rex, 
it had certainly been a bird — a death diamond 
to the limit." 

Thethry dropped the Lotus into the rounded 
palm of one fragile hand. Her face grew tragic. 
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" It's as if I held Evil itself," she said sombrely. 
But she shook the gloom from her face with a 
smile and turned to him with her blithest manner. 
" Will you let me read the epic some day? " 

" If I can find it." 

" Go on about your Uncle Rex." 

" Oh, let me tell you the parts of the diamond 
first — they're such bully names, although I be- 
lieve not much in use nowadays." With the blade 
of a small knife, that he took from his pocket, he 
touched delicately the glittering anatomy of one of 
the peach-blossom pendants. " This is the girdle. 
All above it is called the bizel, all below the pavil- 
ion. The plane surface at the top is called the 
table. The bottom plane is called the culette. Of 
course you know about the facets." 

" They are pretty names," she said. Brooding 
revery began to grow in her face again. He 
pulled the necklace gently from her fingers and 
she, anticipating his wish, bent her head that he 
might snap it about her neck. " Tell me more 
about your uncle," she asked again. 

" When I was a boy I thought that Uncle had 
bushels of diamonds. He kept them in all kinds 
of unlikely places — in old cracked tea-pots, sugar- 
bowls, paper bags and tobacco boxes. He could 
bring a handful out of his pocket at any minute. 
He was like a horse-breeder — you'd have thought 
he grew them. He didn't exactly have names for 
them but I'm sure they all had personalities for 
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him. He always spoke of them as if they were 
alive. He knew their weights, marks, beauties, 
deformities, moods, moments. He knew them 
psychologically. He would actually make them 
show off — it was as if they had multiple personal- 
ities and he alone could hypnotise them into a dis- 
play of them all. In the last years of his life he 
compiled a descriptive catalogue of the interesting 
stones he'd seen. He wrote a history of the fa- 
mous gems of the world." 

" And has it been published ? " Thethry asked 
avidly. 

" Not yet — he did not want to give out any 
information about his own treasure, you se^. He 
lived in a house that could scarcely be called a 
home at all. It was a huge strong-box, a kind of 
residential safe, a fortalice. At night, two great 
Danes — strong-jawed brutes they were too — 
were allowed to prowl loose. I could never count 
the protections and precautions against burglars. 
There were steel shutters and iron doors. There 
were all kinds of traps and alarms. You never 
knew when your casual footstep would ring a bell 
or light a dark room. The men-servants were al- 
ways detectives. It was madly exciting. I prayed 
for burglars every night of my life but they never 
did come. 

" I think, my dear Rosalind, in the end Uncle 
came to have a passion for protective devices, sec- 
ond only to his passion for diamonds. He kept 
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up with all the latest inventions. He offered all 
kinds of rewards for improvements on them. 
Some of them he thought out himself. He was 
always collaborating with inventors. 

** Of course from long brooding on the subject 
he very much exaggerated the danger he ran. It 
became a sort of mania with him. He was con- 
vinced, for instance, that there was a gang of 
thieves whose sole object was to steal his brio- 
lettes." 

A soft, low hissed, " Ah," came from Thethry. 
Sears turned directly to her. But her hand con- 
cealed her face. ** Go on," she prodded him. 

" He insisted that they watched every move- 
ment he made, watching for an opportunity to 
spring. He said that he and the burglars were 
competing for the same prize. That eternal vigi- 
lance was the price of possession. That the mo- 
ment he relaxed his watch, he'd lose. That they 
would never weaken in their siege. He became 
convinced that there was one man with the head of 
a Napoleon who was the chief of the ring." 

Thethry's hands clasped loosely in her lap, 
gripped each other white. " Go on," she mur- 
mured. 

" Uncle Rex believed that this man had been 
trying for years to steal his briolettes. Of course 
I believed all this when I was a boy. I was the 
most ardent supporter of his bug that Uncle Rex 
had. But as I grew older, of course I saw it only 
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in its humorous aspect. And, yet, in a way, you 
could see how he could justify his thcofy to him- 
self. Attempt after attempt was made to steal 
the diamonds, as everybody knows. Twice some- 
body was shot — before my day, that was. 
That's how they came to be called ' the Death Dia- 
monds.' Nobody was ever caught. But Uncle 
Rex thought he could see a similarity in the meth- 
ods of these attacks. Many of the things that 
happened never got into the papers. My uncle 
was always trying to get away from the notoriety 
the jewels gave him. He complained that when- 
ever the reporters needed a sensation they always 
fell back on him. 

" Once a slippery, smooth-spoken citizen got a 
position in the house. Of course I missed it. It 
happened while we were abroad. He ran the 
gauntlet of detectives and watchmen and got away 
with one of the briolettes — a prized, blue one. 
How he did it Uncle Rex never knew. That was 
not reported to the police, but Uncle Rex recov- 
ered the blue briolette very mysteriously, some 
months later. He insisted that this fellow was a 
member of the gang." 

Thethry turned her face away. For a moment 
her eyes shut, her features set like a dead face. 
But she conquered her weakness and turned to him 
smiling again. 

" As he grew older, my dear Millimant, he de- 
veloped a passion for the East Indian briolettes 
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that drowned his desire for all other stones. He 
made, all told, I suppose a dozen trips to India. 
He hobnobbed with the rajahs just for the sake of 
seeing, buying — and I've no doubt — stealing 
their briolettes. He used to make a trip through 
Europe collecting fancy stones with which he 
tempted the rajahs to swap their heirlooms. He 
particularly affected the blue briolettes. He deter- 
mined to make a necklace of them before he died. 
He used to keep them on a wire, ranged according 
to beauty. As fast as he got one nearer his idea of 
perfection, it was slipped on one end, and another, 
less perfect, was taken from the other. He com- 
pleted the necklace just before he died, but none 
of us were ever permitted to see it. Sometimes 
I had my doubts if there really was such a thing. 
Of course the papers were always printing faked 
pictures of it. 

" Uncle Rex died two years ago. He left the 
necklace to Jadie, and what other diamonds were 
in his possession to me. The necklace was deliv- 
ered to Jadie this afternoon — with a paste dupli- 
cate that Uncle Rex had stipulated should go with 
it and which, Jadie says, is a wonder. She, head- 
long as usual, offered the use of the necklace to a 
friend who was going as Cleopatra to the Wrex- 
meres' masquerade to-night. Vitaline, her maid, 
mixed the two — it shows you better than any- 
thing I can say — how helter-skelter Jadie is. 
And that is how, — my dear Melisande, you hap- 
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pen to be wearing on your neck a king's ransom — 
isn't that a jolly old phrase — in jewels." 
" How much is this necklace worth? " 
" Half a million, I believe." 
" What did your uncle look like ? " 
" He was a curious looking man. Skin gray as 
parchment, white hair, bushy, pointed, white side- 
whiskers, eyes of the color of steel that seemed to 
sharpen to a point whenever he looked at you. 
When I was a child, I used to think that it was 
because he had examined so many diamonds that 
he had that swift, stabbing, glittering glance. 
There was something remote and austere about 
him. He was like a diamond genie. He might 
always have lived in Aladdin's cave. Once when 
we were walking in the grounds in Beverly, I told 
him how much I had always enjoyed the old 
garden there. He said that the only garden that 
had ever interested him was that of the Grand 
Vizier SokoUi, the ' Djennet-bagnl ' — the Garden 
of Paradise near Tokat. Instead of being covered 
with real flowers, its parterres were set with flow- 
ers, made of all kinds of precious stones. That 
gives you an idea of what kind of man he was. 
Yet — I like, myself, to think of the sun shining 
on those jeweled areas. But now — my dear Vi- 
vette — " 

" My name is Thethry." 

He accepted her suggestion without comment. 
He looked at his watch. 
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" By Jove, it's later than I thought! Now, 
Thethry, I'll go over to the Boylston Club and tel- 
ephone Jadic. Will you wait for me here? " 

" Yes." 

" Good-bye, Thethry." 

" Good-bye, Sears." 



CHAPTER XVIII 

AN electric cab had come swiftly down Com- 
monwealth Avenue, stopping at the Arling- 
ton Street entrance to the Public Garden. The 
cabman leaped down. 

" ril go and get the news, Vitaline," he said to 
the woman inside. 

She nodded. 

" Everything's all right," he said on his jubilant 
return. " Only we'd better get a little nearer. 
They're still sitting there and she's still got them. 
Keep near enough to hear Hawkins' whistle." 

They walked a little way into the garden and 
for fifteen minutes radiated about an immovable 
center. Suddenly a low whistle sounded in the 
still night. 

Vitaline darted in its direction. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

CEARS'S footsteps died away in the distance. 
Thethry was conscious of a sudden lone- 
liness. In the moment that followed, the sensa- 
tion deepened. Presently she realized that a dis- 
tinct feeling of uneasiness had crept over her. 
She pulled the scarf closer about her neck, cover- 
ing the necklace. 

" A king's ransom ! " The absurd, time-worn, 
splendid phrase floated through her mind. She 
arose to her feet and looked about her with an ir- 
resolute air. 

" Oh, why didn't I think to give it to him? '^ she 
reflected. " I guess I'll go after him. No, I 
can't do that. I might miss him. That would 
be horrible." 

Her eyes wandered to the little summer-house. 
She went over and seated herself well inside. 

Still her sense of discomfort abraded her se- 
curity. She put her hand to her neck, unclasped 
the necklace, dropped it into her lap. 

192 
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Then, to take her mind off her vague uneasiness 
she began playing all kinds of mad pranks with it. 
Coiling it about her wrist, she swung it back and 
forth until the pendants made sizzling arcs of 
flame. She festooned it from branch to branch 
of the vine that sprawled through the log walls 
and tied it securely by the grape-tendrils. It 
quivered among the leaves like an aurora lost 
from some fairy cosmos. She twisted it over 
the gnarled vine-trunk — it lay there like a magic 
snake that winked with wicked jewel-eyes, set all 
along its body. Disentangling it, she threw it 
into the air — its progress through the bluish bar 
of light that came in the door was an enchant- 
ment. 

As she caught it, she heard outside a clear, low 
whistle — three notes in an eccentric arrangement. 

She jumped to her feet, chalk-faced. She gazed 
madly about her. 



CHAPTER XX 

JOHN Cargill leaped into Sears's automobile. 
He turned from Louisburg Square into Mount 
Vernon Street, through Charles and over Beacon, 
into the Boulevard. ** It makes up for the five 
years," he meditated. " What a cinch, by Jove I 
If I should fail to make it! " He was mentally 
inaudible at the prospect. " But I can't. This 
is Fate!" 

He felt in the pockets of his long coat and 
brought out a package of cigarettes. He alter- 
nated a furious puffing with muttered anathemas 
of the road, of passing vehicles and pedestrians 
until he was well out of the endless Boston suburbs. 
Beyond, at a swifter pace, he ate up long country 
miles on highways that lay like white tapes, 
stretched taut between parallel lines of trees. He 
cut one tiny village in two — raked a stretch of 
sombre meadowland — bisected a second village, 
ran under an arch of meeting pines and came again 
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into the whirl of things. Fifteen minutes of com- 
pelled calm while he competed for the right of way 
with motor-cars of all sizes and speeds, and he had 
turned into the driveway of the Wrexmere estate. 

Ten minutes more, surrounded by thrashing 
horses and fuming autos, by alighting groups, 
mysteriously swathed, by servants megaphoning 
directions, by protesting coachmen and bickering 
chauffeurs, the house loomed before him a mam- 
moth black cube, pricked with blazing rectangles 
of light. 

Cargill jumped out. 

"Has Miss Tileston come?" he accosted the 
first servant in the brilliant hall. 

"Mr. Cargill, sir? Yes, sir," the man 
answered quickly. " She left word for you she'd 
be in the last conservatory, sir." 

" Take my coat," Cargill said. " Where are 
the conservatories ? " 

"They lead out of the ballroom at the back, 
sir." 

Cargill looked about him. From outside came 
the augmenting confusion of arrival. From in- 
side, the plaintive tuning of stringed instruments 
fell sweet on the air. Down the broad stairway 
was pouring a rout of masked women, in costumes 
vivid and staccato, living illustrations of the world's 
gamut of races. Frcwn mysterious nether regions 
came a file of men, masked also, and quite as be- 
wildering as to costume. A flowing marginal com- 
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ment, they seemed, on the picturesque progress of 
the centuries. 

Cargill joined their mingling stream and was 
carried at their confluence in the doorway, into big, 
high-studded rooms from which, it was evident, 
separating walls had been temporarily removed. 
A waltz, emerging from the confusion of the 
strings, started definitely. People still staring at 
Cargill's unmasked face, began to whirl away from 
him in the first waltz. 

Cargill kept a steady course to the back. Be- 
yond the door at the end was flung up a bank of re- 
freshing green. He went in. Soft lights burned 
there and the air was cool. Through the glass 
roof, that arched above him, he could dimly make 
out the stars. On all sides were mazes of growing 
things. Hanging plants that threw a whirl of 
tentacles added to the green confusion. He 
walked straight as an arrow to its mark, through 
the first conservatory into the second, out of that 
and into the third. 

From the last opened a tiny alcove — almost a 
grotto it was — that a film of delicate vines turned 
into a hemisphere of translucent emerald. Star- 
like white blossoms scented it faintly. 

There on a rustic seat, a child was seated. He 
guessed her to be about ten. She wore a tiny black 
lace mask. She was dressed in a white, many- 
tucked, many-ruflled short frock that came into a 
soft pink sash, then, ballooning out over many crisp 
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petticoats, reached to her knees. Short white silk 
socks, drawn over pink tights, made her legs seem 
bare. She wore a child's sandals. 

" Fm looking for Miss Tileston," he said in- 
quiringly. 

"Mr. Cargill?" And, at his bow, " Fm 
Penelope Tileston, ten years old to-day, at your 
service." 

He stared at her astounded. " You don't look 
your years I " he managed to say at last, seating 
himself beside her. " Are you planning to go on 
the stage that you lose your diamonds ? " 

She laughed. 

** Fve never done that, have I ? " She appeared 
to be looking at the suggestion in all its lights. 
" That gives me an idea. Thank you for it I I 
suppose you know I have the reputation of being 
the worst girl in Boston." She shot a sideways 
glance at him. 

" Yes." He admitted it without hesitation. 
** And I have heard other superlatives quite as 
good applied to you." 

" And I suppose you believed the worst? " 

" The best — on my honor." 

She put up a tiny hand. " Spare me ! I give 
you my word I never myself invent any of the 
wicked things I do." 

" Of course you don't," he agreed soothingly. 
" It's always somebody else who puts them into 
your head." 
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" That's it. Now you, for instance, have just 
suggested a chic adventure. I shall go to the 
manager of the next musical comedy that comes to 
Boston and offer to wear the Parhyte necklace — 
that is if I ever get it back — if he'll let me appear 
in the front row of the chorus the opening night. 
Now wouldn't that be fun? " 

She appealed to him with the radiant smile, with 
the delighted zest of a child who has just discov- 
ered the prettiest and most innocent of games. 

" Of course," her brows puckered as, mentally, 
she began to overcome the obstacles in her path, 
" I shall have to demand a body guard to escort 
me to the theater and take me home again. Can't 
you gather a band of ruffians to attack my body- 
guard and rob me ? " Again her confiding smile 
— as if she could trust everything to his ready and 
generous collusion. 

Cargill was prompt with assent. " Of course. 
We'll have a pitched battle on the site of the Bos- 
ton massacre." 

** It would make a lot of trouble in the family, 
I'm afraid," she said with a sigh. " That's the 
trouble about having a little, perfectly harmless 
fun if you're a girl — all your aunts and uncles 
who haven't an idea about women later than 
Henry VIII always seem to take it so much to 
heart. Oh!" Her face brightened. "It will 
give me just the excuse I need to go to the Philip- 
pines. They always pack me off to Egypt or 
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some poky old place after I've done anything par- 
ticularly frolicsome. I've an awfully unappre- 
ciative family, Mr. CargilL I've been picked 
upon all my life." 

She stared at him through the holes of her little 
mask. ** When I asked Sears what you looked 
like," she went on, " he admitted with many apolo- 
gies that you were beautiful. And so you are." 

" You don't expect me to take offence at thisl " 
he said. 

" Oh beauty in a man means nothing — it prej- 
udices me against you if anything. The point is, 
are you clever? " Before he could answer she re- 
moved her mask. " How do you like my looks? " 
she inquired affably. 

Cargill stared at her as if he did not know her 
face, by heart. " It doesn't strain me any to look 
at you I " 

" I'm considered to be a beauty if anybody 
should ride up in an automobile and ask you." 

Brune, bewitching, she was somewhere in the 
early twenties. Her little round face was lighted 
by eyes, mercilessly mischievous. They seemed 
huge when she flashed them to their blazing wid- 
est. This, Cargill was to discover, was a favorite 
trick. Her cheeks bourgeoned with the bloom of 
perfect youth, a pink that might have been the im- 
pact of a roseleaf, touched with a fairy's pressure 
to a ^in that was cream, infused with amber. Up 
from her white throat, he noted with acute eager- 
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ness, there grew a network of veins of elfin delicacy. 
Her hair fell loose, a thick-curling mass of brown 
touched over the surface with a film of gold. It 
swept her shoulders. Above her temples it was 
tied with pink bows. 

** Now, about the necklace first," Cargill sug- 
gested at the end of his long admiring look. 

" Oh, Sears has just called me up — it's perfectly 
safe. He overtook Miss — Miss — ^" 

" Vashon," Cargill supplied. 

** But he wants me to come right into her house 
now — 26 Beacon Street. Now please, tell me 
how it all happened." 

Cargill told her what he knew. 

" She must have carried off that situation beau- 
tifully — I'm glad I'm going to meet her. What 
are you staring at? " 

" I thought I caught sight of another one." 

"Another what?" 

" Dimple. How many combinations have 
you?" 

** I've never counted." She said this with an 
air superb with indifference, the tone that a fairy 
queen might use in referring to the fairy treasury. 
" But I know there are some I haven't used yet. 
I've reserved a really charming display for my 
wedding-day." 

" That's right," he approved. " You save up 
something for a rainy day. If a girl happens to 
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lose her complexion or her hair there's nothing 
like having a dimple in the bank to fall back upon. 
Has anybody made a chart of them yet ? " 

"No — will you?" 

" I should have to do it if I were going to sec 
you every day. Merely as a guard against heart 
failure. It's a dangerous thing, you know, to 
come upon a dimple suddenly. As a matter of 
fact, dimples ought to be legislated against. No, 
I shan't be happy until I have found every one of 
them. Thank you, that was a very nice one. 
They ought to be named, too. Those two in your 
cheeks are easily distinguished — they're just 
plain Scylla and Charybdis. As for that mob 
around your mouth. Hold on a moment — just 
let your face ossify for an instant, will you — ^ I've 
found another near your eye — it would be an 
awful job to survey your face. Why you're the 
original Human Fireworks, aren't you? Do you 
mind warning me when you're going to turn them 
on?" 

" To return to the subject of the necklace," she 
said with a great stateliness. " See, here's the 
fake I've been carrying so carefully all the even- 
mg. 

Lifting her skirt composedly, she took from a 
tiny pocket in her petticoat what looked, heaped 
in her dimpled hands, like liquid fire boiling into 
many-faceted, vari-colorcd bubbles. Spread on 
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her lap it proved to be a duplicate of the necklace 
on which the Pyx-Jury had passed such patroniz- 
ing comments. 

"It's wonderful paste, isn't it?" she asked 
earnestly. 

Cargill bent over the necklace. But an ex- 
clamation from his companion brought him to his 
feet. 

"What is it?" he asked. 

She pointed. " There ! A man 1 He was 
looking at us 1 " 

Cargill jumped to the little door and pulled it 
open. The dim light from the conservatory 
flowed to the opening. 

Death stood in the doorway. 

Wingless, he was yet vampire-like. Melting 
into the shadows like fluid, he was yet towering, 
dominant. A skeleton seemed to have burned its 
way to the surface of his body. Through the 
sockets in the skull shone a pair of eyes of cat- 
like brilliancy. 

He bowed low. 

" Fairest of children," he said and he addressed 
himself to Jadie. His voice was hollow, vibrant. 
" Pause, pause, pause. Consider that in the midst 
of life we are in death. In your lap lies the 
world, the flesh, the devil. Reject them, my 
daughter! Give over these gauds and trappings 
for what will lead you to higher things. Ex- 
change yon glittering treasure for this cross 1 " 
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He wrenched a jewelled rosary that hung from 
his belt, away from its claspings. One hand, 
black, claw-fingered, held it out to her. The 
other moved slowly towards the necklace in her 
lap. 

For a moment the suddenness of the onslaught 
held Jadie. Her eyes opened wide with panic. 
Her lips parted as her breath came gasping. Her 
hand made towards her lap. It seemed as if she 
were about to obey the sepulchral behest. Then, 
in a flash, she recovered herself. 

As a frightened child would, she snatched up 
the necklace and jammed it down hard in the little 
pocket of her petticoat, holding it there with a 
guarding hand. She shook her head with a smile 
that let loose many dimples. 

*' Not yet ! Not yet ! Don't ask me to re- 
nounce the world yet, O Death 1 " Lips — eyes 
— dimples — she cajoled, she coquetted. " Go, 
go, please, go. Let me be young, let me be 
happy, let me be free a little while longer. O do, 
please, go ! " 

Death bowed low and vanished into the dark- 
ness. 

For a moment Jadie gazed after him, still hold- 
ing her spirits. Then her eyes lost their sparkle. 
Smiles faded. Dimples disappeared. She shud- 
dered. 

"What is it?" CargiU asked. 

" Oh there's so much death in the air to-night. 
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Sears asked me what I thought of death before I 
left. As if anybody in his sense ever thought of 
death ! Then I've had these * Death Diamonds ' 
in my mind all the afternoon — thinking of Uncle 
Rex and all his crazy notions. Then I come here 
and meet Death face to face." 

She pulled the necklace from her petticoat 
pocket again and clasped it about her throat. It 
fell with an incongruous effect of splendor upon 
the tucked yoke of her little muslin frock. An 
instant it lay there while she looked down upon it. 
Then with another shudder, she crammed it under 
her gown, close to her neck. 

** Let's go," said Cargill, " and we'll not men- 
tion Death again." 

They walked back through the conservatories 
and into the ballroom. 

There, straight, sinister, bony arms folded, his 
eyes set straight ahead and gleaming like jewels 
from their deep sockets Death awaited them. 

Before Jadie could remonstrate, he seized her 
in his arms. He whirled her about in a waltz of 
dizzying rapidity. For a moment the dancers 
scattered in all directions before them. Then, re- 
covering themselves, a madcap throng — a Fra 
Angelico angel, who, her wide, golden aureole 
askew, was rakishly waving a long golden trum- 
pet, a monster pumpkin that put out from its 
globular orange sides a pair of green arms a 
trio of Pierrots, a gigantic female baby, bearing 
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a rattle, a whole family of Teddy bears, a flat 
figure of two dimensions that had apparently step- 
ped out of Egyptian sculpture — formed a circle 
about Death and his child victim. They danced 
with them wherever they went. 

Cargill broke through their ring and wrenched 
Jadie free. 

She seized his arm. "Oh come away! — 
quick — quick 1 " she pleaded. 

Outside in the hall, she stopped with a sudden 
exclamation. ** Why my dress is torn 1 " 

Cargill looked down. " It's not torn — it's 
cut." 

There was indeed a neat three-inch slash that 
penetrated the pocket of her petticoat. 

" I must have caught it on something in that 
crowd," Jadie said. " Why, my necklace was in 
it, wasn't it? Oh no, I put it around my neck." 

Her restless little fingers reached under the 
yoke of her gown and she pulled the diamonds 
into sight again. 

Ten minutes later, Jadie stood on the piazza 
waiting. Cargill had just left her to get the 
car; she could hear it humming up from the dis- 
tance. The air of the June night was warm and 
languid against her cheek. She threw her coat 
back from her neck. 

The motor-car turned the curve of the road, 
came towards her. With its bulging, golden eyes 
fixed upon her and the shape of its body, softened 
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by the gloom, It looked like a monster that the 
night had spawned She stared hard at it. It 
stared back. Gradual and almost soundless, its 
approach had a hypnotic effect. For an instant 
all her senses seemed to have atrophied, or to 
have concentrated in her mere seeing. It rolled 
nearer. 

Then, as if the tide of her consciousness welled 
back, she felt something stir close to her ear. As 
delicate it was as the waving of a cobweb filament 
through the air and, yet, as she turned, her whole 
body protested as against outrage in a violent 
jump. 

Cargill leaped from the machine. " What's 
the matter?" he asked sharply, catching the ex- 
pression on her face. 

Jadie was staring with a puzzled, half-vacant 
air, into the long shadowy tunnels that a web of 
vines made of the spacious piazza. 

" Why I don't know — I had the queerest feel- 
ing then. I felt something." 

"Felt something! What?" 

" I don't know.'* The big-eyed look that, 
whenever she tried to think, gave her face an in- 
congruous grown-up air, came into it now. " I 
think I fdt somebody near me." 

Cargill looked about. " There's nobody 
here 1 " he said smiling at the panic in her wide 
eyes and parted lips. " Did you see anybody? " 

" No." 
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"Or hear anybody?" 

" No. It was just a feeling that — ^^ again 
the look, as of a belated maturity, as she tried to 
analyze her sensations. And then it all came in a 
rush. " I felt as if somebody was reaching 
towards me, I felt as if a hand had come through 
the bushes and was nearly touching me." With 
a swift return of her natural gay spirit, she burst 
into laughter. " Oh, this is too silly 1 My con- 
tact with Death has unsettled my nerves, I think. 
Let's get away quick 1 " 

A man came out from under the piazza as the 
machine took the first turn in the drive. 

He was tall and thin. He wore an automobile 
coat, cap and goggles. He walked briskly off. 
Almost immediately the still air boiled with the 
sound of a motor-car starting up. A runabout 
chug-chugged in the direction that Cargill and 
Jadie had taken. 



CHAPTER XXI 

'TpHE Pyx- Jury tumbled out of the house and 
into the automobile that was waiting to take 
them to the Wrexmeres. 

"What was the address?" somebody called. 

"26 Beacon," he was answered. 

" 26 Beacon, Mac," the O'Donahue said to the 
chauffeur, " and as quick as you can go, this side 
of getting pulled. That girl was a thoroughbred 
if ever I saw one," he turned to his companion. 
" She wouldn't give a fake address, would she?" 

" Sure she wouldn't. Suppose she were robbed 
on her way home though. She was wearing the 
necklace, wasn't she?" This was Peabo's in- 
genious suggestion. 

** That would complicate the situation very 
neatly," the O'Donahue admitted. " But there's 
not one chance in ten thousand of that." 

** The Parhyte diamonds continue to make his- 
tory, don't they? " Asbe said thoughtfully. " Vm 
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beginning to believe Stevenson's dictum that a big 
diamond leaves a trail of blood across history. 
Perhaps we'll have bloodshed out of this." 

The automobile had started. " Where are you 
going, Hale? " the O'Donahue asked sharply. 

" Veritas — by Jove, I forgot all about him." 
Hale was already diving back into the dark vesti- 
bule. 

The O'Donahue swore. " Let her go, Mac," 
he apostrophised the chauffeur grimly. " We'll 
give that young ass a run for his money." 

But Hale, red-faced and panting, caught up 
and leaped into the car on Chestnut Street. 

"Well, Where's Veritas?" the O'Donahue in- 
quired sarcastically. 

" In my pocket," Hale acknowledged meekly. 
" The poor little fellow shivered so when he got 
into the open air that — " 

In spite of himself the O'Donahue smiled. 

They descended from the auto and climbed 
with unwonted decorum the steps of 26 Beacon 
Street. In their long, dark automobile coats and 
with their subdued demeanor, they looked like a 
group of conspirators. The O'Donahue rang. 

The peal of the bell was immediately followed 
by a cry in a girlish voice that seemed to come in 
a silvery torrent of joy through the open windows. 
" Here's Thethry, girls." Then it added remon- 
stratingly. " No, let me go Annah." The door 
was thrown open a3 if by a tempest 
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A tall girl, blonde, beautiful, dressed in azure 
chiffon, stood in the delicate candle-light. 

** Oh, Thethry 1 where — " she began. But she 
stopped in obvious discomfiture 

** Is Miss Vashon — " the O'Donahue began in 
honeyed accents. Then he too stopped — ob- 
viously paralyzed. 

Inside, at the right, opening into the big hall 
were two wide doorways. As he spoke each filled, 
the effect being that of a pair of pictures painting 
themselves magically on the still air, with a beauti- 
ful blonde girl. At the foot of the stairs, as if she 
were about to go up stood another, also blonde, 
her head turned over her shoulder. Upstairs a 
glorious red-haired creature started swiftly down. 
She stopped midway, like a bird resting in flight, 
one graceful arm, surprisedly clutching the bannis- 
ter. 

All were in evening dresses of diaphanous fab- 
rics, floating, flowered. The breeze caught at 
their hanging sleeves and blew them away from 
slender shoulders and bared virginal arms. The 
light gleamed on wide-open, wonder-filled eyes, on 
dewy lips, parted in an innocent surprise. 

In the interval of silence that followed the 
O'Donahue's pause, the five startled girls stared at 
the five men. With equal fervor the five as- 
tounded men returned their stare. 

** — at home? " The O'Donahue managed it, 
finally, but the effort was perceptible. 
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" No — not now," the girl answered diffidently, 
"but we're expecting her any moment. I can't 
see where she is. She went out over two hours 
ago — just for a little walk, she said." 

" I must see her to-night," the O'Donahue said 
with instant and beguiling earnestness. 

" Won't you come in and wait then? " the girl 
asked after a little panic-laden hesitation. 

The O'Donahue gave a convincing imitation of 
a man consulting with his friends. It was unmis- 
takable — there was an impulse inwards. 

" I'm for staying," Asbe whispered, " I think 
it's a blonde factory." 

" It's where they build the angels," Frum as- 
serted. 

With alacrity not untinctured with a certain 
solemnity, they filed into the hall. Following a 
gesture of their fair conductor, they went into the 
room at the right. 

" Girls 1 " she called. Her appealing glance 
shifted from upstairs to both doorways. Under 
the gentleness of her tone, there was, easily recog- 
nizable, the agony of a call for help. 

The pictures in the doorway melted out of their 
frames and, by the time the last man entered the 
libraries, they were there. The visions on the 
stairway descended and followed their guide into 
the room. 

** Please be seated," she faltered. 

Everybody obeyed her request, the girls with 
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embarrassed promptness, the men with gleams of 
amusement struggling through their impassive ex- 
pressions. 

The mistress of ceremonies sat down too. She 
looked up, looked down, blushed, knitted her fin- 
gers into a nervous medley of Ivory and pink. 
" It's a beautiful night," she faltered, " I hope it 
won't rain." And then, suddenly, without any 
warning she burst into a peal of ringing laughter. 

The O' Donahue was prompt at her side. 
" Don't you think, my dear," he said in a manner, 
most fatherly, and yet infused with the delicate 
chivalry of the true Irish gentleman, " that we 
could get along a great deal better if we only knew 
who we are? " 

It was impossible to resist the O' Donahue. 
Some had tried, but they were not women. 

" Of course," the girl gurgled, between jets of 
mirth. 

The Pyx- Jury arose. 

In an indescribable higgledy-piggledy way, Alice 
accomplished the introductions. 

** You see," she explained to the Pyx- Jury, " to- 
day is Miss Vashon's birthday and, later, we're 
going to celebrate it in the garden on the roof. 
I'm sure Miss Vashon will invite you to stay if 
you care to do so. We are going to celebrate at 
twelve o'clock, though. You see Miss Vashon 
was born at midnight, so that she has never been 
sure whether she was a Saturday's child or a Sun- 
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day's child. And so she really has two birthdays. 
Perhaps we had better go downstairs — there's 
plenty to do down there. Won't you please take 
your coats off ? " 

The men looked at each other, the infection of 
their delight in the situation running from face to 
face. In a matter-of-fact way they removed the 
disguising husks that, until that moment and with 
so decent a scrupulosity, had concealed their inner 
splendor. 

Still a cardinal, the O' Donahue flamed a Vermil- 
lion in the soft light. The monk's costume, the 
Mikado's robe, the striped convict's suit — they 
were all there. Asbe, in his immaculate court-cos- 
tume, presented the one element of propriety — 
negligible, possibly, because of the bizarre decora- 
tion. 

The girls rose gallantly to the situation. With 
a polite absence of comment, they watched the 
varying revelations in astonishment. 

They followed Alice to the elevator that was 
cleverly concealed by the stairway and crowded 
into it. She touched the controller and they de- 
scended rapidly, pouring out of it into a huge base- 
ment. 

Amazed, the men stared about them. 

Its area was that of both houses. It was tiled 
in white and yellow. It was lighted by electricity. 
Billiard and pool tables, elaborate with ivory and 
gold mountings, a ping-pong table, indoor tennis 
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took up most of the central space. Along one 
side extended a bowling alley. On the other, in 
racks and cases, were an extraordinary collection 
of fencing foils, boxing-gloves, grace-hoops, bat- 
tledore and shuttlecock. 

A soda fountain filled one corner. 

Alice placed herself behind this, ranging the 
glasses on the counter. ** What will you have, 
gentlemen," she asked briskly. 

" Oh 1 " Hale issued an exclamation of dismay. 
" I forgot Veritas." Putting down his half- 
drained glass, he made a dash for the stairs. 

"Who's Veritas?" Ethel asked in surprise. 

The O' Donahue replied, off-handedly. *' He's 
Hale's dog." 

They waited until Hale came down, his turned- 
away body concealing something that he was, ap- 
parently, carrying in his arms. " Poor little 
chapl " he explained. " I left him in my pocket. 
He was nearly smothered." He stooped over at 
the foot of the stairs, apparently, to deposit his 
burden. He whistled. He snapped his fingers. 
He murmured words, placating, affectionate, 
abusive. 

" What do you think of my dog? " He stood 
aside triumphantly. 

In perplexity, the girls stared. One by one, 
their faces broke into smiles. Alone, Freda re- 
mained cold and unappreciative. 

** He's so little — it was all I could do to see 
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him at first," Alice said. " Did you ever lose 
him, Mr. Hale?" 

" Great Scott, I should say I had 1 He was 
gone for over a month once. I advertised for him 
every day in the Transcript. Nobody found him 
but, curiously enough, he came limping back one 
night, a gnawed rope about his neck and every pos- 
sible sign of ill-usage." 

" Poor little fellow," Ethel said sympatheti- 
cally. " Have you ever entered him in the Dog 
Show?" 

" Every year. He always takes a stack of blue 
ribbons. You see he's the only one in his 
class." 

" Can't I make a blanket for him some time? " 
Edwina asked with a twinkle. 

"And I'd just love to give him a collar," Bess 
said. 

** Any attention to Veritas," Hale assured them 
solemnly, " always touches me very much. Love 
me, love my dog, you know." 

" Oh, I know what you can do now," said Alice. 
" You can make a punch for us so that it will be 
all ready when Thethry comes. If you make it 
very weak indeed, I don't believe she'll object to 
our drinking it." 

"What shall I make it of?" the O'Donahue 
asked blandly. 

" Make it of I " Alice was scornful. ** Thethry 
has the most wonderful wine-cellar — I exploded 
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it just a little while ago — come' down and sec. 
Let's all go down 1 " 

She led the way and the whole troop, the girls 
pulling their skirts close about them and holding 
the surplus in long tails that fell over one arm, the 
men lifting their draperies above substantial 
ankles, filed from the Hall of the Sports into the 
bowels of the earth. 

** Upon my word," the O'Donahue remarked 
on their bottle-laden return to the dining-room, 
** that's a wine-cellar calculated to make the most 
abandoned bon vivant sit up 1 Of course being a 
woman and the wines being an inheritance, Miss 
Vashon doesn't realize what it means. Tell her 
to take my advice and not let any rumor of her 
wealth escape. She'll be the prey for fortune 
hunters. Why she's got stuff there I didn't think 
could be got for love or money." 

He peered into the drawers of the old black 
sideboards that Alice was opening and rifling. 
With stifled exclamations he examined their con- 
tents. 

** As for this stock of cigars and cigarettes — 
they're beyond the dreams of avarice. Is there 
any brand that got by her? " He began to issue 
orders to Alice who exorcised from somewhere 
three quick-working black maids. " And now you 
boys help me. This is going to be the chef 
d'oeuvre of a life long consecrated to the art of 
mixing." 
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Soon they were all busy with lemon-squeezers 
and bottle-openers. The girls did their excited 
best to follow instructions. The room grew vi- 
brant with the popping of corks, fragrant with 
loosed spirits, musical with the plopp and gurgle 
of emptying bottles. 

The three black genii, as by a silent legerde- 
main, produced punch-bowls, rows of glasses, frail 
and prismatic as bubbles, lemons, limes, huge 
strawberries, cubes of ice, clear as crystallized 
air, plates covered with microscopic sandwiches, 
dainty cheeses with gateaux of all sizes and shapes, 
and vivid, stucco-like ornamentations, copper-trays 
piled with smoking materials, pipes, cigars, round, 
deep ash-trays, gay-colored cigarette-boxes. 

" Now everything's all ready," Alice said with 
satisfaction, ** let's go up on the roof." 

Armed with goodies, they streamed up three 
flights of stairs, still following Alice's lead. 

It was more like a bower than a garden. A 
substantial screen of hardy vines shut them off 
from adjacent territories and from the street. 
Tiny flower-pots and tiny patches of lawn, tower- 
ing shrubs, vine-entaiigled trellises, hanging bask- 
ets, all following a definite artistic scheme, utilized 
every inch of space and made mystery of its limita- 
tions. Everywhere Japanese lanterns accented 
the gloom with splashes of barbaric color. 

Each of the alleys that ran between bosky 
hedges came out upon a little central pool. Its 
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sides grew forests of dwarfed Japanese trees, 
abounding with tiny bronze animals. Here whole 
villages of infinitesimal houses, temples, shrines, 
made of the surrounding country a miniature 
Flowery Kingdom. 

They played about the pool for an hour or 
more a game, in which, only an inch and a half 
high, they coiild sail the ferry boats that were 
putting off into the pond. Like the Fates them- 
selves they busied themselves with the lives of the 
tiny underlings of this fantastic world. Some 
were made to worship at silent shrines, others 
gathered fagots. 

Many trafficked in the houses that made the 
little villages. 

Xhe novelty of this disappearing, the company 
gradually split into tete-a-tete pairs. 

" By every token of beauty and distinction, I 
see that it's a Celt you are. Miss Mulhaley," said 
the O'Donahue to Alice. "You call up every 
poetic association of the little green isle. Will you 
lead me to some secluded spot and we'll talk about 
the woes of Ireland." 

** Sure and I will," said Alice with alacrity, 
** we'll find that our fathers were * townies ' before 
the night is through." 

** Did you say you were preparing for college? " 
Hale asked of Ethel. " I can be of help to you 
there if you need it. I've been all through that 
mill you know — especially if you're interested in 
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English. What books are you reading now ? " 

Ethel hesitated a moment. " They're all long 
s books," she said finally, with an air of impor- 
tance, ** and as monotonous as all famous books 
are. If you'll come down to the library, I'll show 
you some of them." 

** I'll set your mind at rest at once. Miss 
Farrar," Frum announced comfortingly to Edwina, 
" by telling you I'm sure I'm going to like you. 
Because you're red-headed — I beg your pardon, 
what euphemism do you affect — auburn, copper, 
Titian?" 

" Red-headed will do," Edwina was standing 
under the chandelier which poured its flood of 
light upon her head. Perhaps Frum's look told 
her that her confidence was not misplaced. She 
shot a lance-like glance at him from under fringy 
tangles of lash. " And relieved enough not to be 
called carrot-top 1 " 

*' And you have a vertical line in the middle of 
your forehead," he went on, staring at her hard. 
** I've always been warned against women with 
red hair or scowls between their eyebrows. Now, 
frankly, wouldn't you walk a thousand miles to 
meet anybody you'd been warned against? I've 
come upon each of these characteristics many times 
but never the two in nefarious combination. My 
hands are up 1 " 

Freda greeted Asbe's first jest with a " I might 
as well tell you right off that it's all wasted on 
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me. Everybody says that I haven't any sense of 
humor." 

His reception of this news was hilarious. 

" You enchant mel All my life long Fve been 
looking for a woman absolutely deficient in comic 
perception. What is it Meredith says — women 
have no more right to a sense of humor than to a 
beard. The cult of humor in your sex is one of 
the serious menaces to an advancing civilization. 
If you ever achieve it — but the prospect is too 
awful! Your confession, far from alienating, 
thrills me. Pause a moment and Til propose." 

" What are you, here ? " Peabo was asking 
with his most languid drawl. A flourish of his 
eye-glass took sharp account of their surroundings. 
'^ Precieuses — ladies collegiate — college settle^ 
ment — bachelor maids ? " 

Bess let a burst of her infectious laughter ascend 
and descend its enchanting scale. " We're just 
here to make little boys ask questions," she teased. 
Then she grew serious. " No — we're just Miss 
Vashon's companions — her ladies-in-waiting, 
Ethel says. She tries to make us think that we're 
working for her. Ethel and I are sure that she's 
a princess in disguise. Parts of her life that she's 
told me are like the most wonderful fairy tales. 
Thethry says that we're ' flotsam and jetsam ' — 

* derelicts ' that she's rescued from what she calls 

* a cruel^ uncharted, social sea 1 ' " 



CHAPTER XXII 

CEARS came hurrying back from the Boylston 
Club, turning down the path that led to the 
pond. The seat in front of the rockery was 
empty* He stood transfixed. A sudden blank- 
ness, as black as night, as deep as eternity, seemed 
to swoop down upon him. 

** Oh no," he muttered, warding off a hideous 
conclusion as he might some noisome bat of the 
night. With an appearance of one who is striving 
to wrest its secrets from the very air, he looked 
piercingly in every direction. The place was de- 
serted. He stood, minute after minute, waiting. 

Soon his whole expression changed. The worn 
look, doubting too and acerb, came back into his 
eyes. He shrugged his shoulders cynically and 
started away. A few steps on the path — a 
sound caught his ear. 

He paused. 

It was repeated — a strange distorted sigh, as 
distinctive as the sad cooing of dove3. In an in- 
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stant he realized that it was a moan, and in the 
next, that it came from the little summer house. 
He rushed to the doorway. 

The electric-light, flowing like water through' 
the interstices of the vines, had solidified in an 
argent pattern on the floor. A shaft passed 
through the door and fell on the further seat 
where Thethry was lying prone, voiceless, move- 
less. On the ground near her lay a handker- 
chief, tied in a bandage. The air was full of a 
faint, sickish odor. As he started towards her, 
she began to move feebly. Sears caught her up. 

After he had returned from the nearby pond 
with a dripping handkerchief, she seemed to rec- 
ognize him. She began to mutter, to move rest- 
lessly. He bent over her to bathe her face and 
wrists. Suddenly she gave a quick cry and sat 
up. Her hands clutched convulsively at her throat. 

" They took the diamonds," she wailed. " Oh, 
what shaU I do?" 

Sears had already discovered that the necklace 
was gone. " They ! " he said coaxingly, " who 
are they? " 

" A man and a woman — after you went. Oh, 
what shall I do ? It was all my fault." 

" Nothing, poor child, there is nothing for you 
to do — you are not to blame." His tone was 
kind and compassionate. " Try not to think of it. 
When you feel a little better, we will go and see 
the police about it. Now rest." 
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Thcthry fell back trembling on the seat. " But 
it is all my fault ! " she groaned. " That eternal 
tendency of mine to play a game. I was only pre- 
tending when I said your sister must identify her 
necklace. * I trusted you really. And if I'd only 
given you the necklace when you leftl I in- 
tended to do that, but I forgot it. Oh what shall 
I do? " She clasped her hands beseechingly. 

" Nothing, Thethry. I tell you there is nothing 
for you to do. Don't reproach yourself — you 
only make it harder for me. You did quite right 
to demand identification, after all the things that 
had happened. Anybody else would have done 
the same. Don't think of it. Lie back and rest." 

Thethry had ceased drawing long shuddering 
breaths. " I must tell yofa all about it," she said. 

She made a great effort to talk in connected sen- 
tences and Sears, humoring her, listened attentively. 
As their movements brought them from shadow 
to light and back again, their faces glimmered 
white or were painted with purple gloom. 

** After you left I began to feel very uncomfort- 
able about having your diamonds. I could not 
understand why — I had walked all the way here 
from Louisburg Square without bothering about 
them. But, when I thought how valuable they 
were, that same feeling of insecurity came over me 
that I had when I first opened the box. I couldn't 
stand it after a while — so I came in here — some- 
how I felt safer. I sat watching the entrance. 
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holding the necklace, praying that you would re- 
turn soon. And then — " She dropped her 
head into her hands and shudders of abject misery 
tore her slender body. 

Sears smoothed her hair softly. His touch 
seemed to give her courage. 

" Suddenly a man and a woman came in — oh 
so swiftly — it was like two birds of prey falling 
on me from out of the air." 

" Did you scream? " 

"No — I — I couldn't." She wailed these 
words and her tone had a dreadful helplessness. 
She pounded with her clenched hands on the 
bench in an access of emotion that seemed to hold 
something beside terror. " I couldn't — I 
couldn't. Before I could see what they intended 
to do — before I could do anything — the man 
threw that bandage about my head. I struggled 
— I tried to scream — but a kind of paralysis 
came over me. There was chloroform in the 
handkerchief — I recognized that — but I could 
not move — or cry. I could not care after a 
while. I tried to make myself care. But I could 
not. Then I went to sleep. I think after they 
went, I must have struggled and thrown the band- 
age off. The last thing I felt was the woman's 
hand at my throat feeling for the diamonds." 

She stopped short. Her brows drew together 
in furry furrows. All the little shadows in her 
face deepened. She seemed to be considering 
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something. Her voice was almost calm, now. 
** There was a mole on the woman's hand — here." 
She touched the dimple that adorned her own 
slender wrist. " I felt it rub against my cheek 
and then against my neck. She touched her cheek 
and her neck with lingering examination as if she 
were retracing a mental journey. 

**What did they look like?" 

" I don't know — they were as shapeless as two 
thunder-clouds. She must have worn a heavy 
black veil and a long coat — he a slouch hat and 
a dark overcoat." She was speaking absently 
now. 

** Would you be able to identify them? " 

She did not answer. Her figure was beginning 
to lose its droop. On her face was the strained 
look of one who is slipping a cautious hand of 
memory into a dark cranny of the past. Once her 
finger moved tentatively to her throat and back 
again. " I did something with the necklace," she 
whispered. She repeated the gesture as if it 
helped her. ** Before they came — I — I — I 
was frightened at a sound I heard outside and I 
put the necklace — " 

Suddenly her whole face flared; her eyes glowed, 
sparkled, flamed. It was the three-fold radiance 
of hope, of relief, of triumph. 

Agile as a deer, she leaped up on the seat. 
With both shaking white hands, she fumbled be- 
tween two of the logs above her head. 
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When she withdrew them, they trailed streams 
of blue dew and diminishing globes of fire. 

" Great — " Sears finished under his breath. 
He caught Thethry's figure as it collapsed in his 
arms. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

pJAWKINS and Vitaline, their ferret-glances 
playing constantly in the direction of the 
path leading to the summer-house, were walking 
up and down over the bridge. Vitaline's long 
cape had disappeared, her veil, arranged coquet- 
tishly no longer covered her face but flowed in long 
streamers from a bow at her ear. Hawkins' coat- 
collar was down. His soft felt hat had been 
rounded in shape, the brim bent down through all 
its circumference turned him into an obvious imi- 
tation of a college student. 

** And for the last time," Vitaline was saying, 
" you're sure — sacre mille cochons — that she did 
not give him the necklace?" 

" I never took my eyes off her," Hawkins as- 
severated solemnly, ** more than that, she never 
made a move in his direction, nor he in hers." 

Vitaline flicked her contempt for him from the 
tips of her fingers. ** He must have taken it." 
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** Perhaps " — Hawkins began in a humble, 
hopeful tone. 

** I am thinking," Vitaline disposed of him 
briefly. 

Hawkins walked beside her in nerveless silence. 

" I never made such a mistake in my life," 
she began after an interval. " I'm ashamed to 
face Ebbett — je vats fich* a I'eau du train dont 
vous allez. I wish I'd done the watching — I'd 
know where that necklace is or I'd know the reason 
why I I wish I'd followed him and left you and 
Corny to take care of her. But I guess one of 
the other of them's got it now. We must 'phone 
Ebbett as soon as we can." 

" Want me to 'phone him now? " 

" You do as I tell you," Vitaline stormed, " and 
don't speak to me ! I should think you'd be satis- 
fied with what your stupidity has brought us to 
already. There, there they go — they'll go out 
by Charles Street. Come, this path." 

Thethry and Sears, true to Vitaline's prophecy, 
left the Garden at the corner of Beacon and Charles 
Street, continuing slowly up Beacon Street. 
Thethry held Sears's arm, but she walked swiftly, 
buoyantly, as if some violent stimulation had 
doubled her physical forces. 

At a safe distance, Vitaline and Hawkins fol- 
lowed. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

CLOW at first, threading with care the mazes 
of the Wrexmere estate, CargiU gradually put 
on speed. Bostonwards, through the crouching, 
sleepy village, beyond its outposts — a scattering 
of farms — into the silent country they sped on 
the wings of the wind. The state road darted 
ahead, straight as an arrow, hard as a whetstone. 
In the distance, back, forward, along ramifying 
side roads, other machines, speeding jewels among 
the trees, faded into apathy or grew in noise from 
a hiss to a roar and grated past them. Gradually 
these belated masqueraders diminished in numbers 
until the two were alone. 

The night was still, soft, flooded with stars. 
There was a suggestion of humidity in the air, 
enough at least to define hazily the rays of the 
auto's lamps — they seemed to be squirting fan- 
shaped volumes of mist into the road. Over 
adjacent meadows the fireflies were playing in a 
constant flittcrwork of golden gleam and quench- 
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ing shadow. At times when they swerved too 
close to the bushes on the roadside, the slumber- 
ing flowers woke up and gave them of their per- 
fume. 

Suddenly from an impenetrable, cliff-like bank 
of trees, they came out upon a bridge. The 
slowed car quivered — stopped. 

On either side, the river flowed to the horizon 
where it merged with the sky, with space, with 
eternity. The clear, quiet water reflected the stars 
with a perfect reproduction of their relative dis- 
tances. There was no seam where the two star- 
specked hemispheres joined. The effect was as 
if the tiny causeway were a diameter slung through 
the sphere of space. 

It seemed to lay a spell on Jadie*s gay spirits 
— for she had talked above all the noise of their 
going. 

" I feel as if I had just died," she wailed, " and 
were trying to find the next world. Do you re- 
member that poem, * I only died last night ' ? 
Listen," she commanded imperatively, " some- 
body's coming." 

He listened. Presently a stir thrilled in the 
air. It became a sigh, a soft susurrus, a hum. 

** They're going faster than we are," she com- 
mented disappointedly. 

** I guess we can beat them," Cargill said grimly. 
He started up, and for a few moments they went 
ahead at a noble pace. The hum faded out. In 
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the gloom of a long avenue of trees, he slackened 
to a speed, easy for conversation. 

" Do you know, Miss Tileston," he said ab- 
ruptly, " that I've been crazy to meet you ever 
since you came out. I liked the pictures the papers 
printed of you — in fact I've quite a collection of 
them. I've racked my brains many and many 
a time to invent some way of forcing myself upon 
your notice. But I never could see how to make 
it. You see I was neither rich nor poor enough. 
If I'd been richer I should have met you as a 
matter of course. If I'd been poorer I could 
have gone into your College Settlement class. But 
I was neither fish, flesh, fowl, nor good red her- 
ring." 

" Good heavens — why didn't you call on me 
or write?" Her tone was casual. 

" Because we were both born in Boston." 

" A girl's a girl for a' that." 

" If either of us had lived in any other city 
I suppose I would have done it. But Boston — 
When I met Sears this spring I knew it was com- 
ing. A month is an awful long time to wait, 
though, when there's a girl at the end of it." 

" Why didn't you tell Sears you wanted to meet 
me?" 

" Simply because he moved in a social circle 
that did not admit me — although Sears — - well I 
don't have to explain Sears to his sister, I guess — 
he's the bulliest man I know. But I've been spend- 
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ing the last month in meditation and prayer waiN 
ing for the spirit to move Sears. It's curious how 
it never seems to enter a man's head that a fellow 
would like to meet his sister. But that month was 
fun to the five years that preceded it. Think of 
it, miss! Five years I've been jockeying for a 
start." 

" Perhaps you are going to tell me that you're 
in love with me." 
1 am. 

" One of those desperate unknown lovers — con- 
sumed with a hopeless passion and all that sort of 
thing — the kind that write anonymous letters to 
a girl and have to be sent to jail or an asylum? " 

" That's what I am," he admitted ruefully. 
And he frowned upon her levity. 

"What larks!" 

" I see no larks in the situation. After all it 
hasn't helped any to meet you." His tone bor- 
rowed of the depths of dejection. " If you had 
only turned out to be stupid or silly; but really, 
you're no fool. You are even rather good-looking. 
Dimples too ! " He turned as the rays of an 
electric light fell upon her. 

He examined the little vivid face that arose 
from the high collar of her white crush-leather 
automobile coat and so piquantly divided the 
stream of her silvery automobile veil. As if it 
added to his sorrow, " I've discovered another," 
he announced dismally. 
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She protested, dimpling furiously under the in- 
spection. '* It's the luckiest thing in the world 
for you that you met me — I might fall in — " 
she twisted backwards suddenly. " Here they 
come — I can see them now — sec how they're 
speeding her up — it's a runabout too. Oh, I 
can't bear to let them beat us ! " 

Again at Cargill's touch on the throttle, the car 
leaped forward. They came out from under 
the tunnel of trees and bounded forward on an 
open road. Jadie, her head turned back, followed 
the progress of the pursuing car. " They cer- 
tainly are trying to pass us," she said. 

Cargill put on more speed. It threw the words 
of encouragement that she screamed into his ear, 
back of him, unheard. For a few moments the 
only sound in the still country was the grinding 
of the rival cars. But aftej a generous five min- 
utes of top-speed, they left all sight — all sound 
even — of the pursuer behind. 

** You were saying you might fall in — *' he 
helped her elaborately at the first talking interval. 

" — in love with you," she finished with equabil- 
ity. 

" Will you guarantee to do that? " 

She shook her curls at him. With a regret that 
she did not try to conceal, she announced her deci- 
sion. " No, I can't guarantee to do that. That's 
a matter that I will make no promises about. I 
give up the whole love proposition. There's only 
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one thing about it that you can be sure of and 
that is that it won't strike twice in the same spot." 
She paused for a moment and then her gracious 
manner seemed to hold out high hopes, '^ I'll do 
my best, though.'' 

" Thank you." 

" In fact," she became animated as if under the 
effect of a new and appealing idea, *' I'd rather 
like it, the more I think of it. I might as well 
fall in love with you as anybody. You're awfully 
good-looking, you know." 

He made a noble gesture. " But beauty is only 
skin-deep. I want you to love me for myself 
alone. And suppose I were ever disfigured in the 
performance of some deed of startling heroism?" 

She smiled at this. " I'll take that risk. You 
say that you are poor and socially obscure. Well, 
I'm neither. I can perfectly well afford to espouse 
you. In fact I can do anything I want. I have 
money in my own right. I have three generations 
of ancestors that are perfectly respectable to back 
me up. Oh, I really have social capital in the bank 
— I can't pretend to spend the interest. And the 
Tilestons are all philanthropists. Permit me to 
endow you socially. Why it almost seems a duty 
to marry you." 

Cargill shook his head. His manner was firm 
but considerate. " I said nothing whatever about 
marriage. That's an altogether different thing. 
It would be a sinful waste on your part, my dear, 
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to think of marrying me because I'm a luxury, 
not a necessity. Besides you're rich, but not rich 
enough. Only a millionairess could afford me. 
You couldn't keep me in automobile-goggles." 

"You refuse me then?" she questioned, as- 
tounded. 

" I'm sorry to nip your tender hopes in the bud," 
he proclaimed pensively. " But I've always be- 
lieved in honesty in dealing with your sex. I 
have never led any woman on, playing fast and 
loose with her hopes, only to reject her in the end. 
Of course I'll be a brother to you. And I hope 
that some time you will meet a young man, not 
quite so poor, nor so desperately respectable, who 
will not feel obliged, from motives of economy, 
to reject your advances." 

" I see — I see." For a moment her appear- 
ance was that of one, struggling untowardly with 
chagrin. She turned with sudden violence upon 
him. " Well, if fair means won't win you then 
I shall try foul ones. I shall abduct you." 

" Pretty play I I shall never respect you if you 
don't. That's what I'm after, really. I make 
no bones of it. I want to be pursued and van- 
quished — thrilled and overcome — taken by 
storm, as it were, by a nature stronger than my 
own." 

" We have to go to all lengths to achieve hus- 
bands nowadays," she sighed pathetically. " Time 
was when girls were born to husbands or, at the 
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very least, had husbands thrust upon them. But in 
this day a woman's lucky indeed if she has money 
enough to buy one. I understand there are some 
French counts going at the most wonderful bar- 
gains this season. Perhaps Fd better go abroad. 
Golly! I hate a rejection." 

" It can't be a pleasant sensation," he said sym- 
pathetically, " I've never experienced it myself, 
of course. You must realize though that it's not 
exactly comfortable for me." He pulled a face 
of chastened regret. 

Out of the comers of their eyes, they caught 
each other's glance and, then, both laughed — the 
unchecked laughter of care-free, flamboyant youth. 

" Our friends are gaining on us," she said when 
they came to the next stretch of open road. ** Let's 
let them pass us — I'm tired of being followed." 

Cargill slowed down, but the pursuing runabout 
seemed to keep at an unvarying distance back of 
them. 

" Let's stop and get out," Jadie suggested. 
" They'll have to pass then. I want to get some 
fireflies." 

" Fireflies I " he questioned. 

" For decoration, stupid ! " 

Obedient, Cargill ran the machine to the side 
of the road and stopped. They leaped out and 
ran, hand in hand like two children, into the field. 

''Oh, aren't they thick?" she screamed. 
" They're growing on every bush — I've caught 
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one already. What funny little things they are 
when you come to think of it. I suppose Edison 
invented them, didn't he?" 

She stopped and picked among the bushes. Her 
brows caught in a tangle of nervous distaste. 
" Here, you take it — I can't bear to hold any 
thing that wiggles." 

He held out his hand and she placed the cap- 
tive in his palm. Then she ran from bush to bush, 
hopskipping on the level ground with the un- 
abashed energy of a child. He followed. With 
his electric flash-lamp, he helped her to locate her 
game. She plucked a handful. 

" Now sit down," she bade him importantly, 
" and watch. I used to do this when I was a 
child. And later, when Sears took me into the 
tropics — he was running down dead cities in 
Mexico and Central America then — I used to 
decorate myself every night with the most wonder- 
ful creatures. They were like * tincy,' fairy lamps 
— * tincy ' means tiny. When I was a child I al- 
ways pronounced it * tincy.' " 

She sat down on a convenient boulder. Cargill 
threw himself at her feet. Illuminating her figure 
with the steady glow of his lamp, he followed her 
movements, fascinated. She took off her hat first 
and removed the veil from it. Then, one by one, 
she placed the fluttering creatures in the mesh of 
her curls. She draped the veil over her forehead 
and ears, so that one thickness of the filmy stuff 
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covered her hair, the rest gushed in silvery tor- 
rents down her back to her feet. 

A child coming upon her there — Cargill re- 
flected — sitting among the bushes — the living 
circlet crowning her pretty head and the carcanet 
of diamonds spitting flames at her throat — the 
fireflies pricking the dusk of the fields with their 
intermittent glitter — would say that Queen Tita- 
nia held high revelry. 

With complacency, she accepted the admiration 
of his glance. " It's much nicer to have your dia- 
monds alive if — Oh!" she interrupted herself. 
She jumped up. " Oh — look — er — er — er," 
she sputtered frantically, hopping up and down. 

He stared at her, moveless, she seemed on the 
verge of explosion. 

" Money ! " she brought out finally in a cres- 
cendo of anti-climax. 

" What is the matter? " he asked in alarm. 

" A shooting star," she wailed. " If you say, 
' Money ' before it gets out of sight, money will 
come to you. But my wits always leave me. I 
can think of any other word in the dictionary 
— * cabbages ' or even * abracadabra,' but never 
'money.' That's why I never have any." 

" But what do you want money for?" 

" To marry you, goose ! " 

He stared at her wordless. ' " You're the orig- 
inal superman, aren't you ? " he accused her after 
a while. 
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But, with her characteristic volatility, she was 
now atilt on a new interest. Her eyes, that were 
constantly glancing about for new avenues for 
mischief, caught a sinister glitter betrayed by his 
disarranged coat. " You are wearing two re- 
volvers — aren't you ? Oh, do let me see them ! 
I'm crazy about firearms." 

" Do you know how to handle them? " he ques- 
tioned. 

" My first real toy was a revolver. I'm the 
champion girl-shot of Commonwealth Avenue." 

He drew them from his belt and handed them 
to her. 

She examined them with an air of accustomed- 
ness. " This is my favorite," she said, handing 
one of them back to him. " It looks deadly, yet 
it's so slender and graceful." 

She stopped, still holding the weapon in a 
curled fist and cocked her head in a listening atti- 
tude. 

" There's the pursuing automobile — gracious 
they're going at a clip — I guess they want to 
get home — no, they're slowing down — they've 
stopped." An instant later, she added, " There's 
somebody coming over the field towards us." 

She arose, as did Cargill, each absently holding 
a revolver. They watched a pointer of light bore 
its way through the underbrush towards them. 
Cargill flashed his own lamp in the direction of 
the invader, 
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It was a man, tall, thin, in a loose automobile- 
coat. He came forward steadily. 

" I beg your pardon," he said, emerging into 
the light. ^^ But I saw the light and needing help, 
I ventured to bother you. Can you tell me the 
way to Boston — I've lost my way? " 

His goggled glance played upon them both. 
It went from one face to the other, to the neck- 
lace at Jadie's neck, from there to each of the 
revolvers, then back to the necklace again. The 
diamonds glittered fitfully in the meagre light. 
His tone betrayed no surprise. 

Cargill gave him copious directions. The man 
thanked him profusely, removed his hat, retired. 
But his departure was not followed by the sounds 
of starting-up for which mechanically they lis- 
tened. 

" I guess he's in trouble again," Cargill said 
after a protracted listening pause. " We'd better 
go back and see if we can do anything for him." 

They hurried over the fields to where, on the 
road, a colony of lights marked the meeting of 
the two cars. The stranger was working over a 
stalled runabout. 

"Are you in trouble?" Cargill asked cour- 
teously. 

" Yes — something, I can't tell what, seems to 
be wrong," the man admitted. " I'm afraid I 
may have to ask you to take me to Boston. I 
see you have a runabout too, but if you'll let me 
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sit on the floor I'll be infinitely obliged. I simply 
must get to Boston as soon as possible. Hate to 
ask so much of you." 

" Oh, that's all right. Glad we can help." If 
there was an atom of disappointment in Cargill's 
heart at the thought of relinquishing his tete-a-tete 
it did not show in his tone. 

The stranger hesitated a moment. " I hate to 
trouble you. Suppose you take a look at my car. 
It's an awful bore, I know, but perhaps if you got 
under her, you could find out what the matter is." 

" I'm sorry," Cargill replied, " but I couldn't 
be of the least use. I can run a car, but I don't 
know anything about them." 

A touring-car, roaring and hallooing from the 
distance bore down upon them. It slowed up at 
the confusion in the road. A bear that walked 
like a man, pushing goggles away from a round, 
red, good-natured face, jumped out. 

"Oh, Ted!" Jadie suddenly hailed him. 
" Got any extra room? " 

"Surel What's the row?" 

" Machine's gone wrong. Owner must get to 
town — we've only a runabout — take him, will 
you?" 

" Surest thing you know — glad of the com- 
pany." 

" Thank you," said the stranger, " I'll take just 
one more look at the thing." 

He disappeared under the runabout, Ted wal- 
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lowed over and plunged about, examining the car. 
He reeled off glibly, for the stranger's benefit, the 
monotonous list of possible calamities. 

" Inner-valve — spark-plug — batteries — short 
circuit — commutator — worm-gear — gasolene 
— tires — vibrator — carbureter — cam-shaft — 
connecting-rods — clutches — differentials? *' 

From the stranger came a sudden click of the 
lips. " I've found it," he said, " didn't know I 
was such an ass. Feed-pipe clogged. Much 
obliged. All right in a moment. Don't let me 
keep you any longer." 

" It always takes somebody else to find it," Ted 
said. " Well, good night then." 

There was a chorus of good nights. 

Ted's car shot past them into the gloom. A 
steady red spark was in an instant the only sign of 
his presence ahead on the road. It changed to 
green as the car cut across the road and vanished. 
An instant later, at a brisk pace, Cargill and Jadie 
were making toward Boston. In a little while 
they heard the stranger's runabout panting behind 
them. 

** I guess we can manage to lose him this time," 
Cargill said grimly. " I'm afraid he'll break 
down for keeps." 

At a meeting of three roads, he turned suddenly, 
their lamps imprinting on the tree-trunks a suc- 
cession of yellow eyes. They flashed over a col- 
lection of sign-posts. Cargill studied them for a 
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moment, then wheeled in a circle of light off the 
main-traveled road and took up their flare-pre- 
ceded march onward. 

The new road softened under their tires to 
crumbly dust. It meandered maddeningly. It 
kept losing itself in caverns of shade. Often it 
seemed as if they had come to its end. But always 
in the fan-shaped blaze of their lamps, the black 
wall ahead proved to be only a sudden turning. 
Overhead for long periods, old trees met and 
mingled and seemed to hold them in their tight 
dungeon. Then they would break again and the 
near friendly sky would wink at them with a mil- 
lion eyes. 

" This is a little longer," Cargill said, " But 
I think we'll fool our friend.'* 

But a little later when they slowed down, from 
behind them came the steady chur-r-r of the per- 
sistent runabout. 

" I guess he thought that detour was a chal- 
lenge," Jadie said. "All right! You would, 
would you 1 " Her hand on the horn compelled 
a long, hoarse blast of defiance. 

" There, there's the Boulevard. Let's leave him 
here. Faster! Faster!" Over the confusion of 
their frantic going again, "Faster! Faster I" she 
shrilled. 

" Do you mind if we stop at Louisburg Square 
a moment?" he asked. "There'll be nobody 
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ingly, she watched. And still he did not raise 
his eyes from the pavement. 

Opposite her his hand shot out, sudden, direct, as 
a piston-rod. It grasped the jewels at her neck. 
One wrench and the clasp parted. Her assailant 
speeded in the direction of Pinckney Street, just 
as Cargill came gut the door. 

In a second Cargill bounded after him, tearing 
his coat off. 

It all happened so quickly that Jadie made no 
cry. Her breath even came no faster. She 
watched passively what followed with a strange 
sense of detachment — with a feeling that it was 
unreal — with a feeling that she would wake up 
presently. It might have been a series of pictures 
in the biograph for all it stirred her — the dark, 
encumbered figure in front and behind, slender- 
limbed and free, the beautiful youth in cowboy 
costume. 

The pursuit was, in its first stage, short and ex- 
citing. At the corner the thief tripped and in 
an instant Cargill was on him. Jadie could see 
the vigorous backward movement with which Car- 
gill wrenched the necklace away from him. What 
followed she could not so plainly see. But, sud- 
denly, sinuous as an eel, the man wriggled out of 
CargilPs grasp and, with an athletic combination 
of jerk and leap, regained his feet. He made for 
Pinckney Street. Cargill followed. They both 
turned the corner and were lost to her sight. 
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In a few minutes CargiU reappeared, winded. 

" He certainly gave me a run for my money," 
he admitted cheerfully. " I lost him or he lost 
me. He turned into one of those endless alleys 
— you know the whole West End is honeycombed 
like a Chinese village. He disappeared as com- 
pletely as if he wore the Coat of Invisibility. But 
I've got your necklace." 

Jadie was just beginning to realize it all. " I'm 
frightened," she said. Her lips quivered. 

" You poor little girl," he said sympathetically. 
He jumped into the car. " I don't wonder. I'll 
never forgive myself for leaving you. I'm begin- 
ning to get superstitious on the subject of this 
necklace myself," he continued after their com- 
ments and conjectures had worn themselves out. 
" Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings — 
I've been declaring for weeks that man, no more 
than woman, could stand the temptation of the 
diamond. You see what this necklace did to a 
casual passer-by. And to think it's only paste. 
Let me take it, please, for the rest of the trip. 
I don't think we'll let it stay in the window any 
longer.'* 

He drew it from her still-trembling hand and 
dropped it into his pocket. He started the ma- 
chine. 

" I can't help thinking," Jadie said, " of all the 
attempts that were made to steal the diamonds 
from Uncle Rex." 
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" Don't think any more about it 1 " Cargill ad- 
vised solicitously. They had turned, going very 
slowly now, from Chestnut to Beacon Street. 
Somehow their adventure seemed to have dried 
up the vein of persiflage that had, hitherto, marked 
their intercourse. It seemed to have established 
them, almost as old friends, on a more solid basis 
of intimacy. 

Jadie's head drooped a little, like a flower that 
feels the oncoming storm. The corners of her 
mouth looked heavy. There was not a dimple 
in sight. 

" There was something you were going to show 
me," she reminded him languidly. 

"You remembered then?" He laughed em- 
barrassedly. " I'm a little ashamed of my im- 
pulse, now it's had a chance to cool. It's some 
of the verse that I've written to you and about 
you in the last five years. None of this series 
has been published yet — I haven't tried to pub- 
lish it — do you care to hear it? They're very 
light — I'm afraid they'll seem too ' tincy ' to 
you." 

She revived immediately. Her head took its 
most mischievous pose and she clapped her hands 
softly. "Charming! Just the thing — just the 
place — just the moment." Her eyes showed the 
lustre of a child's at the Christmas tree. She 
reached over and pushing his fingers aside brought 
the machine to anchor under an electric-light. 
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" Now I " she insisted. " I don't care how 
* tincy ' they are." 

They rested, thus, shaded by the big elms that, 
fringing the Common, hung over their heads. 
The Common itself seemed a mere film of early 
summer green, lifting its baffling screen of trees 
to the rich, starry sky. Bewitchingly through its 
maze, glittered the vari-colored jewelry of the 
Tremont Street lights. The long fijiger of a 
search light thrust from time to time through the 
tree-tops and made havoc of their internecine 
gloom. In the distance a big illuminated sign 
made a golden splash in the heavens. 

At last, Cargill commanded Jadie to guide the 
machine up the hill. But still reading the last 
madrigal, Cargill economically eked out with his 
cigar the last glint of one electric light until the 
full sun of the next dawned upon his manuscript. 



CHAPTER XXV 

«nP HERE comes Jadie," Sears said. 

Annah had opened the door. Thethry 
turned at his word and descended and waited with 
him. The automobile ended with a soft flirt of the 
horn, its fine flourish of approach. It came into 
the line made by Sears's runabout and the touring- 
car of the Pyx- Jury and stopped. Sears took a 
flashing handful of gems and waved them trium- 
phantly in its direction. Cargill responded in a 
signal, equally exultant, with its duplicate. 
Springing out, Cargill helped his companion to the 
curb. 

"Good work, John! Miss Vashon, let me 
introduce my sister Penelope." 

The girls bowed. They surveyed each other 
during an instant of frank curiosity. Then, simul- 
taneously, they smiled and shook hands. 

*' And Mr. Cargill, Miss Vashon — one of the 
Pyx-Jury." 

" I've met Mr. Cargill." Thethry offered her 
hand. They went in. 

249 
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Opposite the house, under the shade of the trees 
on the Common, Vitaline and Hawkins had wit- 
nessed the arrival of their prey. 

" Great — " Hawkins muttered something 
under his breath. It was the flash of the signal- 
ling necklaces that had provoked this. 

At the sight, Vitaline quivered like a shot 
deer. The glow in her eyes made them fairly 
unearthly. " Tonnerre de Dieul Now we know 
where they are, anyway." Her face was tense, 
her irises ran like glittering balls, under her half- 
shut lids. 

" I haven't got to see Ebbett to know what he 
would say," she mused aloud. " He'd tell me 
to get inside that house as soon as possible. But 
how can I do it? What excuse can I give? Oh 
what an opportunity! What excuse can I give? 
I must get in or nous sommes dans la puree pour 
tout de bon." 

Her whole figure crouched in the intensity of 
her concentration. 

" I have it," she whispered. But it was to 
herself that she confided her plan, not to the man 
who, questioningly, perplexedly, irritatedly observ- 
ant, stood at her side. " ' Aux grands maux, 
les grands remedes!* It won't stand water; but 
they're not asking any questions now." 

" Wait here 1 " She turned to Hawkins. The 
tone of thinking aloud had gone out of her voice. 
Her words were as clear and clean as droppings 
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from eaves. " Walt here 1 Fm going in. I may 
be able to 'phone Ebbett from the inside. I'll get 
you in in some way or other. Watch the front 
window for signals. One curtain, come. Two, 
keep away. Don't make any more mistakes." 

She walked briskly across the street and up the 
steps. 

In stupefaction, Hawkins watched her ring, 
watched the door close upon her. 



CHAPTER XXVI 

'X'HE quartette of adventurers, bubbling over 
with the talk generated of their high spirits, 
dropped into chairs in the library. Thetfiry 
turned to Jadie. 

" I hope you didn't worry too much when you 
found your diamonds were gone, Miss Tileston." 

" Me ! Oh no ! I can't get up any excitement 
about a * Death Diamond,' " Jadie protested. 
"I've heard nothing but 'Wolfl Wolf!' ever 
since I was bom. When you've been fed on dia- 
monds three meals a day since your infancy, you 
haven't a thrill left in your system. Why I — ^" 

The bell, ringing, interrupted. 

" Who can it be," Thethry said in surprise, 
"at this hour?" 

Annah came to the library-door. " They'se a 
lady lak to see Miss Tileston, honey," she said 
in a perplexed tone. 

" Me ! " said Jadie. She stared past Annah's 
towering figure. " Why, Vitaline — how did you 
come here ? " 

252 
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Vitaline was trembling. Her agitation showed 
itself, besides, in her hurried breathing, in the 
way the words flowed out fairly inarticulate with 
accent. 

'' Mademoiselle, pardonnez-moi, de grace! I 
was so frighten' ovaire dose diamants w'en I los' 
zem all. M'sieur mak zee promise to tell me 
tou'd suite eef he fin' dis necklasse. I wait — I 
wait — I wait. Mon Dieu, I wait for evaire. I 
cannot to sleep — I cannot to talk — I cannot to 
s'ink. J' attends — j' attends — f attends. Mon 
Dieu — •' eet eez dat I go distract. Enfin I can no 
more endurrre dat agony. I call up ces Wrex- 
meres — dey zay you go away from dere. I call up 
dat Louisburg Square. Dey know nozzing. Dey 
zey dey hear dee numero — twent' sees — vingt- 
seeks Rue Beacon. Qu'y fairel I die eef I stay 
I deezobey eef I go. But I mus' 'ear. Eh bien, 
I go. I come to dis house. I watssssch. I see 
you come, Mademoiselle and you, M'sieur. Dose 
necklasse — eez eet foun', M'sieur f^' 

She looked from Sears's face to Jadie's in an 
agony of entreaty. 

" They're all right, Vitaline," Jadie said. 
" Now don't go to pieces, you poor girl." 

For Vitaline staggered, swayed. Cargill jumped 
to her side and eased her to the couch. She lay 
there in the relaxation of what seemed utter bodily 
fatigue, utter nerve-fag. 

" I'm awfully sorry that I did not telephone, 
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Vitaline," Sears said contritely. " I forgot it en- 
tirely." 

" Eet eez all ri'ht now, M'sieur/' Vitaline 
breathed faintly. 

" You lie there for a few moments and get 
rested, Vitaline," Jadie commanded briskly. 
" You'll be yourself in a jiffy. We will take you 
home with us in the automobile. It was all a 
misunderstanding for which you're not a bit to 
blame. Everything's come out all right." 

Vitaline's eyes closed. 

Jadie turned to Thethry. " But only by a 
fluke. I came within an ace of losing the dupli- 
cate. We were nearly robbed on our way home." 

" Robbed 1 " Sears exclaimed. " What do you 
mean? So were wel " 

They stared at each other for a paralyzed in- 
stant. Then, simultaneously, three of them broke 
into exclamation. Out of the confusion came, 
finally, twin streams of narrative broken by little 
rapids of interrupting questions and surmise. 

" You certainly got the worst of it. Miss 
Vashon," Cargill said in a moment of temporary 
calm. " Chloroform 1 By Jove ! that's going 
some. Would you know either of those people if 
you were to see them again ? " 

Sears noted pityingly how Thethry stiffened and 
hardened at the memory. But she compelled her 
lips to a smile and her eyes were steady on Car- 
gill's as she answered his question. 
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" No — I assure you I have no idea of them 
— they flew in upon me so swiftly — they over- 
powered me so suddenly — I have only the vaguest 
impression of two black things like birds." 

" Sears," Jadie said, out of the puzzled pause 
into which, at this, she seemed to fall. " You 
know that I always believed in that gang of bur- 
glars that Uncle Rex thought were trying to steal 
his diamonds. I don't know why I believed in 
them. But I did. And I do now. I believe 
that members of that same gang have been follow- 
ing us both this evening to get my diamonds." 

Sears met her excitement with cooling masculine 
logic. " Nonsense, my dear. In the first place 
nobody knows that you have the diamonds — ex- 
cept a few that we know and trust. In the second 
place who could have followed you when you've 
practically spent the evening in an automobile? 
Don't you suppose you'd have noticed it? " 

At this, simultaneously, Cargill looked at Jadie, 
Jadie looked at Cargill. ** The runabout 1 " they 
said as with the same breath. 

'* The runabout 1 " Sears repeated. " What 
runabout? " 

Rapidly, Jadie described to Sears, the home- 
coming race. At its close, she turned to Car- 
gill with another feminine leap to a conclusion. 
" That's why he followed us into the field — 
when I was gathering the fireflies — he was after 
this necklace 1 " 
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She turned and, in a breathless pour of narra- 
tive, described the scene to Sears. 

" Why didn't he hold you up then — if he had 
you alone in the field? Presumably, he was 
armed.'' He smiled with patronizing masculine 
surety. 

For a moment Jadie looked balked. Then her 
eyes narrowed and her face screwed itself into a 
mask, almost monkey-like, as she tried to visualize 
the scene. Then she squealed. " Why didn't he 
hold us up? I'll tell you why he didn't hold us 
up — because Mr. Cargill and I were both hold- 
ing revolvers. He didn't dare." 

" She's right there," said Cargill, " we were in- 
specting the guns." 

" Then we went back to the road," Jadie went 
on, unheeding. " Oh, I see it all. That accident 
to his runabout was all a blind. He forced us to 
invite him to take him into town in our machine. 
Oh — and don't you remember how he asked you 
to get under his runabout to see if you could find 
out what the matter was? Lucky you didn't do 
it. This necklace wouldn't be here now if you 
had." 

" But why didn't he accept your offer to take 
him into town?" Sears objected skeptically. 

" Because Ted Talbot came along just then — 
and I asked Ted to take him in his big touring- 
car. Did he go with Ted ? Of course he didn't. 
He found out very suspiciously quick that he could 
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fix his own machine. He wanted to keep on our 
trail;' 

"Where did we lose that fellow, Miss Tiles- 
ton, do you remember? " Cargill asked. 

" Not until we turned up Mount Vernon from 
Charles," Jadie answered promptly. " He kept 
on down Charles." 

"Would you know him again, Jadie? Could 
you describe him ? " Sears asked. 

There was a double stir in the audience before 
she answered. Thethry fell back heavily against 
her chair, her eyes closed. Vitaline turned her 
face slowly toward them and, in the progress, her 
eyes as slowly opened, like a monster doll that is 
being tipped upwards. 

" Do you feel faint. Miss Vashon?" Sears in- 
terrupted himself anxiously. 

" Oh no — not a bit, I assure you." 

It was the first time she had spoken for many 
minutes. Sears was struck with the deadness of 
her tone — all the soaring, eager quality had gone 
out of her voice. She did not open her eyes nor 
change her pose. 

" No," Jadie went on regretfully. " You see 
he wore goggles and a cap that came down over his 
ears. But he was tall and thin. So was the man 
who snatched my necklace. Oh 1 " Again she 
emitted the little squeal that marked one of her 
mental discoveries. " I know — I know as well 
as I know anything — the man who followed us 
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in the runabout was the man who tried to rob mc 
in Louisburg Square. He continued up Charles 
Street to Pinckney — got out of his automobile — 
waited at the corner until Mr. Cargill went into 
number 99, then he came after the necklace." 

" By Jove 1 it sounds reasonable," Cargill mut- 
tered. 

"Reasonable! It's the truth 1 It couldn't 
have been the same man who tried to rob Miss 
Vashon. But FU wager the diamond necklace it- 
self, that they were confederates." 

" Well, if your friend had robbed you he would 
have got the duplicate, Jadie," Sears said. 

Jadie laughed gleefully. " If I could only see 
the expression on his face when he discovered his 
mistake, Td be willing to let him get away with 
it." 

" If he knew so much about you — why didn't 
he know you had the duplicate? " Sears demanded. 

"Well, didn't I think I had the necklace my- 
self?" Jadie retorted with spirit. 

" By Jove 1 " Cargill said in a clap of illumina- 
tion. " There was a runabout just around the 
corner on Pinckney Street. I remember it now — 
I just noticed it in the chase." 

" What did I tell you ? How about ' The Dia- 
mond Necklace or The Girl Detective ? ' Didn't 
any of you suspect that I was a posthumous child 
of Sherlock Holmes? " 

Jadie openly exulted. Her eyes flashed tri- 
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umphant lustre. Her cheeks hung triumphant 
crimson banners. Her dimples reinforced with a 
triumphant snap, every fresh discovery. 

From her face, Sears's irritated look wandered 
through the group. Cargill, with frowning eyes 
downcast, was evidently measuring the whole sit- 
uation. Thethry still lay back in her chair. All 
the light and color had left her face. But its noble 
contour, unaffected by this defection, seemed more 
beautiful. Sears thought, because of the contrast 
of its dead unspiritedness with the cap of her 
cloudy hair. Her fragile, long-fingered hands 
seemed to betray the mental excitement that her 
face concealed. They clutched the arms of her 
chair with an iron grip. Just back of her. Vita- 
line's face, sallow and flat, against a pillow of 
green tapestry, lay like a mask with the eyes closed. 
Sears noted how still it was — expression, there, 
seemed inhibited. She appeared barely to breathe 
— she might have been unconscious or dead. And 
yet, how concentrated her face, how intense — 
how, with every pore and fibre and angle, it seemed 
to listen to their talk. 

The vague feeling of repugnance that always, 
at the first sight of her, swept over him, surged 
strongly to him now. He reproached himself for 
it. For in all Jadie's irrepressible, madcap life, 
nobody had taken such good care of her as Vita- 
line. 

" I can account for everything, Cargill," he 
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turned with a baffled, helpless air to his friend, 
" but the chloroform. I can see that any passer- 
by, coming upon Jadie as she sat in the automo- 
bile might be tempted by such a necklace. But 
when you come to the attack on Miss Vashon — 
well, perhaps * yeggs ' carry chloroform for just 
such emergencies. What do your friends do. Car- 

gill?" 

Cargill grinned. " Pm glad the things are safe 
at last between four walls," he admitted. 

Jadie dimpled. " Isn't it fun — I don't care 
what you say, Pm still convinced that my theories 
are right — to think of a gang of burglars on my 
track. Transferring all their delicate little social 
attentions from Uncle Rex to me. Think of be- 
ing run down like an innocent little fox by a pack 
of hounds. It's great fun, I assure you. Only 
if they'd only come out like men and ask me for 
the * jools,' I'd give them to them in exchange for 
a burglar's kit. I suppose they'll end by murder- 
ing me." A display of dimples seemed to make 
light of this atrocious prospect. " It's worse 
than being a crowned head." 

" They'll have no chance to murder you, my 
dear," Sears promised grimly. " I'm going to 
turn the Pyx-Jury into a bodyguard to escort the 
Tileston regalia home. We'll sit up all night to 
watch them. And to-morrow the first thing, 
they'll go to safety vaults to stay until you have a 
husband to protect them." 
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His eye on Vitaline's face, he noted a quick fur- 
rowing change of expression. Was it another 
twinge of self-reproach? '* Nobody'll be more 
glad than Vitaline, I fancy," he concluded in his 
kindest tones. 

** You 'ave said true, M'sieur/' she acknowl- 
edged faintly. 

" Don't you think," Thethry said, " that we'd 
better put the diamonds where they'll be safe for 
the rest of the night?" 

She turned away one of the full tapestry draper- 
ies. There, set in the wall, was a small safe. She 
turned the knob a half dozen times, forward and 
back. Presently the door swung open. Inside 
were piled many little leather boxes, pleasantly 
connotative in shape and size, of jewelled contents. 
*' This is the best place for them, isn't it? " 

Without a word. Sears and Cargill handed her 
the two necklaces. She closed them inside the 
safe. 

When she turned to them again, the color was 
flowing back to her face. Light dwelt in her eyes 
and smiles were breaking out at her lips. 

" All our perils by land and sea are over," she 
pronounced quaintly. " And now will you be 
happy with me?" 

It seemed to Sears that all girlhood called in her 
wistful tone. 

Annah appeared in response to her touch on 
the bell. " Where are the girls ? " Thethry asked. 
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** They'se up on the roof, honey. They'se live 
gemplemum with them." 

" Yes, I know." 

'* Yes, missy — five gemplemum. They said 
Ah was to tell you that the gemplemum came to see 
you and the girls invited them to stay heah." 

" That will do, Annah." The woman disap- 
peared. ** The girls showed rare presence of 
mind," Thethry commented smilingly. 

Sears and Cargill exchanged glances and 
laughed. 

*' Who are the girls? " Jadie asked interestedly. 

*' The girls — my Blondes — you shall see them 
all if you wish. '* You see," she went on in expla- 
nation, ** this is my first night in my new home. It 
happens also to be one of my birthdays. I was 
born on the stroke of twelve — so that I don't 
know whether to-day or to-morrow is my birth- 
day. We had planned to have a birthday party on 
the roof — just we six women. Now won't you- 
uns stay, — it will be so much nicer if you do? 
You shall help me to see a loathsome old year 
out and a hopeful new one in. The Pyx-Jury 
seems resigned to its fate. I hate to ask you to 
give up the masquerade. Miss Tileston, but I hope 
you will stay." 

** Stay ! You couldn't drive me home." 

"Mr. Cargill?" 

He laughed. 

"Mr. Tileston?" 

He merely looked at her. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

u/^H what a wonderful place 1 " 

Jadie, fresh from cold water and Thethry's 
ministrations, stood in the centre of Thethry's 
velvet, ivory and gold room and looked upon 
her frankly curious. " It's so like you. And 
I suppose you would say that my room, all art 
nouveau and pink and silver, is just like me. 
Oh ! " She squealed and bent over an ebony tray 
that lay on Thethry's dressing table. Its surface 
was covered with unset, tear-shaped opals. " I'm 
so glad you like opals. I adore them. And 
these are beautiful, clear as dew, not a bit milky." 

** Yes," Thethry answered, " they are my favor- 
ite stones. Have you ever heard of that famous 
one that the Empress Josephine owned. It was 
called the Burning of Troy. I've always wanted 
to find that and buy it." 

" Yes, Uncle Rex told me about that. Dia- 
monds always seem so stupid in comparison with 
opals. There was only one of all Uncle Rex's 
263 
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diamonds that I loved and that was an engraved 
diamond — they're very rare you know." 

Thethry assented with a nod. 

'* It was engraved with a tiny Cupid. When I 
was a child I used to love to look at it through 
Uncle Rex's big microscope." 

" You must have been a perfect little Princess 
of Diamonds," Thethry laughed. 

** Why, it's simply ridiculous the things I used 
to do," Jadie agreed with answering laughter. 
But a little reminiscent thrill came into her voice. 
The soft look that always dimmed the starriness 
of her bright eyes, whenever she mentioned her 
Uncle Rex, came into them and stayed there. 
" Uncle Rex would sometimes lock me up in a 
room with him and give me a whole lapful of dia- 
monds to play with. I used to throw them all 
around the room. Why, Fve played jackstones 
with big uncut diamonds. After the nurse came 
to get me, he would sweep them up in a dust-pan. 
I suppose that's one reason why I don't care a 
picayune for a diamond. I don't know what Uncle 
Rex would say if he could hear that. Oh, he was 
so good to me always, ready to tell me stories at 
any time. He was the gentlest, sweetest, tender- 
est of men." 

Thethry mused, looking at her. Perhaps she 
was thinking of Sears's masculine-drawn picture — 
** a cold diamond genie." 

** But my first disillusion about the diamond 
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cam6 from Uncle Rex himself. You see I was a 
very fastidious little girl — I just hated to be 
dirty. I was particular always about having my 
face and hands clean. Well, once, Uncle Rex told 
me that the diamond, in spite of its brilliancy, was 
sometimes the foulest kind of stone. He told me 
particularly about a large diamond that Tavernier 

She stopped. " Do you know who Tavernier 
was ? " she demanded. 

Thethry nodded. 

" Goodness 1 You're the only person I ever 
met who did. Nobody knows anything about dia- 
monds but Sears and me. How did you happen 
to know Tavernier? " 

"Oh, Fve looked up the history of gems a 
little," Thethry answered evasively. " Go on." 

" Tavernier saw a large diamond in India whose 
centre was black as jet. When it was opened, it 
yielded about eight carats of sheer filth. For 
several years after that I couldn't bear to touch a 
diamond. Oh, it amused Uncle Rex so. Did you 
ever hear anything so ridiculous ? " 

" I never heard anything so dear." 

Jadie, sitting on a footstool, caught Thethry's 
hand as she passed her. " I never ^aw anything 
so dear," she mocked, looking straight up into her 
eyes. " Please call me Jadie. And may I call 
you — ?" she paused inquiringly. 

" Thethry," her hostess finished for her. 
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"What's your nickname?" Jadie demanded, as 
might one child of another. 

** I haven't any." The shadows, glooming un- 
der Thethry's eyes, made them suddenly sombre. 
" Nobody but my mother ever had a nickname for 
me. 

" I'll call you Delight then," Jadie said with in- 
spired promptness. 

**Oh, that's a pretty namel Delight! De- 
light I " Thethry tested it on a considering tongue- 
tip. She looked down at Jadie again, her eyes 
full of questions. ** You know it marks the part- 
ing of the ways when women begin to call each 
other by their play names. You must either go for- 
ward or back. And yet to call you anything but 
that singularly appropriate Jadie — it would be 
like saying * your highness ' to a baby." She 
paused and sighed. ** I'm so afraid we're going 
to be friends." 

" Friends — afraid! " Jadie's eyes opened 
wide. 

Thethry knelt on the floor and explained to Ja- 
die as she would to a wondering child. The two 
heads were on a level — one all brown, shot 
with gold, the other all ivory, shot with shadow. 

" Yes, afraid — for I take my friendships pretty 
hard, Jadie. It means for me — merely as far as 
devotion goes — to be always ready with my pound 
of flesh and my quart of blood. And then I shall 
want frankness from you — absolute frankness — 
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the truth as far as you can tell it to me. I don't 
ask for the truth that you might give to a man. 
But I do ask for all the truth that you give to a 
woman. You see, Jadie dear — a woman is like 
the full moon. One side is turned to man and the 
other to woman. Neither man nor woman can 
ever catch a glimpse of the side that is turned 
away from him. But, admitting that — do you 
see — I want my half — the full moon, not the 
crescent. Do you understand the perils of friend- 
ship with me? " She finished this quaint harangue 
with a radiant smile. 

Sobered, Jadie stared at her. " I think I do," 
she said. But she could not be sober long. " I 
guess I can stand it if you can," she announced, un- 
accountable dimples playing in and out of her 
laughing face. ** Can I wear this costume to your 
party?" 

'' Of course." 

Jadie watched Thethry take down her hair. 
Her face rippled piquantly with her unconcealed 
curiosity. " I wonder if you are a fairy princess, 
sweet Mademoiselle Inconnue?" she murmured. 

" Oh, I'm not half the mystery I seem," Thethry 
pronounced with indifference. ** I will tell you 
presently all about myself if you wish — I've al- 
ready told your brother." 

" You look like a little girl too," Jadie went 
on, ** now that your hair is down. What a won- 
derful gown that is I Of course it is your own in- 
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vcntion. Those tawny ribbons, showing through 
that lace, are so clever." 

Jadic's eyes met Thethry's eyes in the glass. 

The reflection smiled. 

** And you're awfully fascinating to look at — 
your face is shaped just like a heart — your eye- 
lashes are so thick and long too — they make your 
eyes as soft as pansies — and your eyebrows change 
so — you're an Ariel — and there are little creases 
on your lips — teeny-weeny ones — just like the 
lines of flower-petals." 

With a woman's unerring accuracy, she touched 
on the details that distinguished Thethry's ap- 
pearance. With a delicate, high-bred gallantry, 
she found special beauties in each. 

Searching for the pins that held her hair, 
Thethry had turned towards her. 

The reflection blushed. 

" And you're fascinating — he'll find you so — 
you're just his kind." Jadie stared, a shade 
mournfully at Thethry's double — " He's known 
a million girls, but I've always been first until now. 
Oh yes — I must make up my mind to lose hiak 
I know when I'm beaten." 

The reflection turned quickly away. 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

f\^ the Common, Hawkins still stood patiently 
waiting. 

No sign had come from the windows. But 
Vitaline had only been gone for a minute or two 
and Hawkins' manner showed no signs of fatigue 
or discouragement. Suddenly the quiet street 
seemed to break out in sound. Hawkins's trained 
instinct told him that it was only footsteps, care- 
fully muted, that yet echoed and re-echoed. Still 
watching the house opposite, he drew a cigarette 
and made a long business of lighting it. 

The footsteps drew nearer. 

" Oh, you ! " It was Jack's voice. Hawkins 
drew a long sigh. ** I saw Vitaline go in. Didn't 
know whether it was you or Ebbett here though. 
Nothing doing yet? " 

"Nothing! What happened to you?** 

" Oh, I've been all around Robin Hood's bam. 
Everything went wrong at my end of the game. 
I had my hand almost on the necklace four times 
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and then some fool unforeseen thing would happen. 
Fm not playing in luck to-night." He yawned. 
"Where's Ebbett?" 

" If Vitaline gets the chance to 'phone him — 
he'll be here any moment." 

** She'll get the chance all right," Jack prophe- 
sied idly, " that girl's the very devil ! ** 

** That's what she is ! " There was a reminis- 
cent fervor in Hawkins's voice. 

" Seen the cop on the beat yet? " 

" No — he's dead I guess." 

" Good. Now's our chance. I think we'll do 
it. With Vitaline in the house. Somebody's 
coming I " 

Reaching for his cigarette, he lighted it at Haw- 
kins's. Oh, it's Ebbett." 

" Ebbett's big figure bulked in the gloom. The 
three talked in low tones. 

" I've just got a telephone message from Vita- 
line," Ebbett began. ** And there's nothing for 
us to do but wait," he ended. " By the way," 
he added a moment later, " I brought a pair of 
opera-glasses, Hawkins, in case you can use them." 



CHAPTER XXIX 

ii T*LL wait here," Sears informed them blandly, 
" while you take Jadie and John to the roof. 
There's something I want to ask you about. Miss 
Vashon." 

Thethry looked at him quickly, but she did not 
put into words the alarmed question that came 
into her eyes — perhaps because his own manner 
was so placid. 

" I shall be gone some time," she threatened. 

" All right. rU take care of myself," 

Sears's voice became a little absent. His hand, 
prowling in a pocket, had come upon a hard object 
tied to the corner of his handkerchief. Drawing 
it forth it proved to be the handkerchief that he 
had picked up earlier in the evening when he 
waked from his nap in Jadie's room. 

Thethry had turned eagerly to Jadie. " Now 
I'm going to show you my real jewels — my 
Blondes." As the trio started roofwards, she 
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plunged, as a mother might, Into animated descrip- 
tion. 

Left alone. Sears untied from the handkerchief 
a curiously-corrugated piece of wax. On one side 
there was a cut in it, the impression of a key. 

A faint alarm ran in his mind. 

" It took a long time to get people properly In- 
troduced," Thethry explained breathlessly, " I had 
a great deal of difficulty In breaking up tete-a-tetes. 
The Blondes and the Pyx- Jury are all frantically 
twosing. My ladies-in-waiting were delighted to 
meet Jadie — of course they had all heard of her. 
And Jadie made a tremendous sensation with them 
— especially with Alice Mulhaley. Alice said that 
Jadie flinched at nothing — not even at Mulhaley. 
Poor Mr. Hale is having a rumpus with Veritas, 
who is making night hideous. Jadie adores Veri- 
tas already. She says he's so much like a dog she 
had two or three years ago that she almost ac- 
cused Mr Hale of stealing him." She paused un- 
expectedly In the midst of this rush of narrative. 
"What was it you wanted?" she asked with a 
kind of diffidence. 

Sears did not answer for an Instant. He could 
only stare at her. For she seemed a translated 
creature. An adorable gayety — girlish, arch — 
made her resplendent. It seemed to him that he 
could see her wistful spirit, reaching tip-toe for the 
fruits of happiness. She might have been CIp- 
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dcrclla as the Prince came in the door with the 
slipper in his hand. 

"Only a tete-a-tete," he said at last. "But 
will you also show me your house ? I can see that 
it's full of you — and I want to know you better." 

" Oh, I do love it," she said impulsively. Then, 
as if she remembered something, she paused and 
surveyed him, as if in roguish uncertainty. 
" That's an awful thing to put you up against — 
the Test of the House — but I'm sure you'll pass. 
Come!" 

" Pardon, Mademoiselle'* Vitaline interposed, 
rising as they started out of the library. " Could 
I use zee telephone? At home, Ahnee seets up 
for me w'en I shall return." 

"Oh certainly, Vitaline — upstairs in my bed- 
room — the middle room on the second floor." 

"This IS called the Hall of the Fountain, by 
the Blondes," Thethry informed Sears as they 
passed through the doorway. 

Her eyes followed his, as, walking about, he 
examined the place with a thoroughness that their 
hurried entrance had not permitted. 

The Hall of the Fountain took up half of one 
floor of one house and the whole of the other. It 
ran past the stairway and beyond. It was tiled 
in old oriental tiles, strange combinations of 
creams and greens. A hedge of bay-trees, minia- 
ture, pointed, burned a green band into the wall. 
There were tables about of ^ dwU green copper 
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that looked like loot from buried cities. Candles 
were burning in sticks of the same duUed metal, 
many-branched and old. On every table, there 
was, in addition, something beautifully wrought in 
jade. 

Sears did not say anything. And, before 
Thethry's piercing glance, his look remained punc- 
tiliously inscrutable. 

He stopped finally before one of the tables. 
There, there was a jade plate carved with grape- 
leaves in high relief. Scattered carelessly on its 
green surface were many crystal balls. Sears 
stared at it a minute. Then he looked up at her 
with an inquiring smile. 

" Dewdrops? " he asked. 

A delighted, assenting laugh was her only 
answer. 

In the center of the hall, the fountain was still 
playing. Pond lilies, opening tentatively, floated 
in the bowl iridescent with falling spray. There 
were roses and violets — drowned — that careless 
hands had thrown into the water. There was not 
a chair in the hall. But about the fountain, many 
oriental cushions lay in careless mounds, still 
dented with the imprint of lounging bodies. 

^' You should see my Blondes sitting about the 
fountain telling ghost-stories," Thethry said pride- 
fully. 

" I intend to," Sears said with alacrity. 

They took the elevator down to the Hall of 
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the Gaines. Here, Sears stood dazed, glancing 
darting glances from corner to corner. 

Thethry gestured towards the soda-fountain. 
"What will you drink?" 

" Nothing," he said so abruptly that her face 
became all question again. But he added in ex- 
planation, 

" For he on honey-dew hath fed 
And drunk the milk of Paradise." 

When they came upstairs, they found that Vita- 
line had brought a chair out of the library and was 
sitting in it. Quiescent, her head drooped, her 
hands in her lap, her whole body breathed an " on 
guard " spirit. 

** The watch-dog," Sears commented amusedly, 
" the diamonds leave this house only over her dead 
body." 

" Do you want to see any more ? " Thethry 
asked. 

" I want to see everything," he insisted. 

Thethry laughed, but she led the way through 
the hall back to where it curved into the dining- 
room. 

It was a big room, beautifully proportioned. 
As in the hall, steps part-way across its width, 
broke its polished surface. It was covered with 
blurred old tapestries. One end of the room was 
a mass of Flemish oak — twin sideboards, huge 
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chests. The wood of these was so old that it 
looked worm-eaten and so intricately carved that 
it offered alternate challenge and repose to the 
questing eye. An array of Venetian glass, bub- 
bling into unbelievable shapes and sheens, made 
marvel against this black background. At the 
other end of the room, the table stood on a raised 
dais. It was placed in front of a noble fireplace 
and under two noble Copleys. At one side, high 
up, was a balcony for musicians. From this, the 
only bit of color in the room — hung tattered 
mediaeval banners that flamed with embroidered 
devices. 

It had a kind of splendor about it — yet it was 
all simple and chaste. 

" This is bully I " Sears said. " But how," he 
asked finally, after a puzzled scrutiny over the 
walls, " do you get up to the balcony? " 

*' I had to manage that. There's a fire escape 
that goes on the back of the house from that bal- 
cony to the window in the back library. I can have 
music at both those places and nobody can see the 
musicians at all. ** Annah," she turned languidly 
to the maid who had just come in, " are you sure 
that the Copleys hung in the dining-room in Vir- 
ginia ? " 

Her accent of the word sure betrayed that the 
matter had been often discussed between them. 
It was as if, for the thousandth time, she tried to 
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allay a doubt that would linger in spite of ade- 
quate evidence. 

" In de dine-room in Faginyah, honey," Annah 
asserted with conviction. 

*' And the pictures in the library — are you 
sure they are about as they were?" Thethry's 
tone still carried a nuance of doubt that seemed to 
beg to be allayed. 

In Annah's manner there was no dubiety. 
"Justlak, chile, just lakl" 

" We were lucky, Annah, that they weren't 
ruined all those years that we had to leave them 
to others to take care of. Mother often worried 
about it. It was a miracle, their preservation." 

" So it was, honey." Annah bent on her a 
glance, deep with a tenderness, broodingly racial. 

Sears stood silent, a little bored. His look was 
decently non-committal. He was listening, he 
guessed, to one of those conversations that have 
occurred many times before and in the same 
phrases. But he could not for the life of him 
feel the reality of the emotion back of it. It 
must be his own emancipation from " the tyranny 
of the Lares " that inhibited his sympathy, he con- 
cluded. 

** And the books, Annah. I should have 
grieved most if they had suffered — the books of 
those dear dead-and-gone Carrs and Norreyes and 
Dacres and Taliaferros." 
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" Yes, honey," Annah assented. 

" You must pardon all this," Thethry turned to 
him. " But sometimes it all comes over me that 
Fm really a wanderer on the face of the earth. 
You can't fancy how much I want this home to be 
a home." 

There was a real longing in her tone now. 
Sears's glance was quick with sympathy. But her 
mood seemed to hold her in a cloud of nostalgia 
until they reached the Hall of Water Sports. It 
fled with Sears's delighted laugh. 

" How do you like this ? " she asked, a little 
fearful of his mirth. 

" It beggars description," he admitted. 

" We can't go any farther up," she said regret- 
fully, " the floor above belongs to the Blondes and 
the floor above that to the maids. But you may 
see my living-room." 

She led the way, some of the frank eagerness 
gone from her manner. And she stood gazing 
about with him, her manner half diffidence, half a 
wondering curiosity, as if she were trying, herself, 
to see it for the first time. 

Sears glanced about with an avid interest. 

The dull, soft gold of the walls, the few pictures, 
the beautiful teakwood were in keeping with the 
striking originality of the rest of the house. But its 
coolness and simplicity appealed to all that was 
masculine in him — the absence of the hundreds 
of details that make the abode of most women a 
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teasing, aching vortex of color, the order and sym- 
metry so different from the tormenting, unstrung 
disarray typical of ordinary femininity. And yet it 
had a lived-in air. Better than anything it had a 
look of her. 

A pair of little gold slippers huddled together 
under a chair. A diaphanous black scarf, covered 
with Egyptian figures done in metal, hung from 
one end of the couch. A Chinese sa'am, pale- 
yellow with a long strip of blue embroidery and 
bordered with the mirror decoration lay, crumpled, 
on a chair. The flowers, exquisitely fresh and in 
just the right profusion, the books, one with a lace 
handkerchief for a mark, the magazines, a silk- 
stocking, half-darned, the dainty sewing-tools 
seemed to reveal many charming intimacies of her 
leisure. 

On the table near him was a little ivory hand- 
mirror, face down. Sears involuntarily took it 
up. He smiled when he saw his own face in it. 
The room was so saturated with Thethry that he 
had almost expected her roguish smile to gleam 
up at him. 

" Will you let me see your mother's picture? " 
he asked. 

Thethry turned to the desk and handed him the 
daguerreotype that lay there. Sears reached for it 
swiftly. Both heads bent over it. 

" This little vase was hers." With a loving 
gesture, Thethry rearranged the flowers. " I 
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keep pansies in it because she always did — when 
she could. Everywhere we went, I remember it 
with their little eerie faces tippling over the side." 

Sears glanced at the vase, at Thethry and back 
to the picture again. 

There was something wonderful about the face 
in the daguerreotype. The woman in it belonged 
indisputably to an older day. Her dress, prim- 
fitting, to the tapering waist was voluminous in 
the skirt and sleeves. Her hair, parted and 
banded with oil over her ears, bunched in a mass 
at her neck. She wore long earrings that almost 
touched her shoulders and a spectacular bracelet 
on one slender wrist. A brooch, even more spec- 
tacular, confined a broad lace collar that flattened 
away from a neck long and delicately thin. Yet 
none of these anachronistic details could mar her. 
She seemed the flower of femininity — her chin a 
little dropped, her hands loosely clasped, hanging 
like spent lilies, and the expression plaintive and 
appealing, that curved her beautiful lips and 
looked out of her big raised eyes. She charmed 
and held by sheer sweetness. 

" She is beautiful," Sears said. 

" Oh, Tm glad you think that." 

" Or lovely," Sears went on with an accent of 
meditation, " I think after all, lovely's the word 
— she is certainly lovely." 

" I'm glad you think that." 

" More lovely even than her daughter." 
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" rm glad you think that," Thethry reiterated. 
She moved over to a long dim mirror and sur- 
veyed herself. " Do you think me even a little 
lovely," she asked wistfully. 

Sears considered her as she stood there quiver- 
ing with shyness, with eyes and lips ready to 
burst into delicious happiness in the compliment. 
But before speaking, he looked at her mother's 
picture and back to her again. They were 
strangely alike and strangely alien — alike in their 
effect of charm. Yet the modern spirit dwelt in 
Thethry, informed her, put her into another 
world. There was more energy, more determina- 
tion, more pride in her face. There was more 
comedy in it and, strangely enough, more tragedy 
lurked nascent there. There was gaminerie too 

— a look of Ariel that was pointed by the hila- 
rious quirks of her flexible eye-brows — the de- 
liberate insouciance of the pin-point moles. There 
were, besides, a hundred subtleties of expression 

— of line even — and, he could guess, of color — 
that were lacking in the daguerreotype. The pic- 
tured face was that of the type of woman — he 
vaguely formulated it to himself — who was 
molded by life to its uses. The living face dis- 
played a mind that would drive life into a comer 
and beat it into submission. 

He did not say any of this. " I think you are 
lovely and beautiful, and — and, more, I think you 
are pretty." 
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Thethry smiled. " Oh, the rapture of that 
pretty," she breathed. " I've waited for it all 
my life. It's much more wonderful than your 
lovely or beautiful. ..Shall we go up to the roof 
now?" 

" No — I want to sec you — not a crowd. 
Let's come back to the libraries." 

"Tell me, first, how do you like my house?" 
she pleaded. 

" I'm only afraid I'll wake up." 

Vitaline was still seated in the hall when they 
came back. Her head, still dropped, her eye- 
lids still down, she might have been asleep. 

" The watch-dog," Sears commented again. 

" After all I like this room better than any in 
the house," he said, as they came into the library. 

" I guess it's because its so manny," Thethry an- 
nounced after a pause in which, analytically, she 
considered this choice. 

Sears walked about in a tour of investigation. 

Coming in from the airy Hall of the Fountain, 
the libraries seemed all gloom. What of the 
walls were not low book-cases — were heavy 
tapestries — family portraits — family crests — 
the yellowed family-tree and, in a breath-taking 
profusion, a collection of savage, barbaric 
weapons, parangs, parang-elangs, kampilans, 
krises, kykras, bolos, machetes. These made 
havoc of the mellow library calm. 
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" I don't wonder you love these books/' Sears 
said, " it's a bully old collection." 

"Yes, aren't they?" Thethry was frankly 
proud of these of her possessions. " Fancy, Sears, 
the other day I was looking through * Evelina ' 
and I found on one of the most delicious pages in 
it some browned and crumpled flakes of pasty 
crust. And do you know what I think? I think 
that some long-ago girl-ancestor, forbidden to 
read anything but * Rasselas,' smuggled ^ Evelina ' 
into her chamber and read it by candle-light while 
she munched the comfit she'd stolen from the 
larder. Don't you think * comfit ' is a pretty 
word, Sears?" 

"Charming! It makes me think of * sugar 
and spice and everything nice ' — all the things 
that little girls are made of." 

During an idle progress, from picture to pic- 
ture. Sears had come to a portrait in the corner. 

"Who is she?" 

Thethry turned. "Oh that! That's Priscilla 
Carr — a Copley." 

From a couch on which she sat stark upright, 
Priscilla Carr simpered, her round eyes shame- 
lessly culling admiration from Sears. A macaw 
— brilliant with scarlets and greens — perched on 
a forefinger that tapered to a point. The other 
pressed a geometric rose to her modesty-piece. 

" She belonged to Revolutionary days. She 
was my mother's grandmother," 
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" She's very amusing." He stopped abruptly. 
He pointed. " Who is that? " he asked in a con- 
strained voice. 

Thethry looked first at the picture he indi- 
cated — then, smiling, straight up into his eyes. 
" Oh, that's another ancestor — that's a Lcly. 
She was Patty Norreys. She was a beauty at the 
court of Charles the Second — and a sulphite if 
you wish. The stories about her would fill a 
book. She always hung in Dacre Hall until fif- 
teen years ago." 

Sears shot searching glances at the languishing 
beauty so ripely colored and so abundantly curved. 
Swaying voluptuously forward, her mocking eyes 
on his, she seemed ready to melt out of the frame. 
He went closer. His keen, narrowed eyes seemed 
to examine the canvas inch by inch. 

" Do you think her attractive? " Thethry asked 
idly. 

" Very," he answered laconically. " Do you 
mind if I smoke. Miss Vashon?" 

She looked at him. " You called me Miss 
Vashon." 

"Thethry, then.'* He smiled, but his smile 
had an clement of the constraint that was still in 
his tone. 

She looked at him again — a swift, troubled 
glance. "Something has happened?" 

He did not deny it. His eyes went to the pic- 
ture again. They came back in an instant and 
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he stared at her hard. She met his gaze with an 
undeviating directness. 

" What can a man think? " he muttered. 

" What is it? " she begged. 

He came closer as if unconscious of his own 
movements. As he had studied the canvas, he 
studied her face. 

Unflinching she submitted to the scrutiny. 

" Thethry," he said at last, " I'd trust you to 
the last outpost of suspicion." He sighed. He 
turned away. " Vitaline," he called. 

" Bring me the cigarette-case that you will find 
in the pocket of my coat, please." 

" Oui, M'sieurr 

They listened idly, but they heard no sound of 
footsteps. 

" She walks very softly," Thethry was begin- 
ning softly when Vitaline parted the curtains. 

" Here it is, M'sieur/' she said. 

Sears held out his hand for the case. Glanc- 
ing down, he saw that which made a second alarm 
ring a turbulent peal in his mind. 



CHAPTER XXX 

/^ARGILL suddenly darted from the seclusion 
of their tete-a-tete and unfastened two of the 
lanterns that illuminated the garden on the roof. 

Surprised, Jadie watched him. 

He came back to her side. " Do you see that 
ladder leaning against the wall of the next house? " 
he whispered. 

He watched his idea take root in her mind. He 
watched it blossom in the mischievous blaze of her 
eyes and a swift ripple of her lips. 

" Perhaps if they miss us," she conjectured, 
" they'll drag the river for us. I've never been 
dragged for yet. Let's leave a note here saying 
that a hopeless love drove us to commit suicide to- 
gether." 

" They won't miss us. Look — did you ever 
see anything so Arcadian — pairs of turtle doves 
as far as the eye can reach." 

Jadie obeyed his command, reconnoitering slyly. 
At every angle an absorbed two drank down each 
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other's words and gazed into each other's eyes. 

" Oh, if people were only at home," Jadie wailed 
as Cargill helped her on to the adjacent roof, " we 
could bother them so much to-night. Wouldn't 
it be fun to climb into a strange house through the 
skylight, walk down stairs and calmly go out the 
front door? I'd try it in every house in succes- 
sion from here to Joy Street if people were only at 
home. Would you be game ? " 

"Sure!" 

" I like you better every moment that I know 
you," she approved. " You never put any ob- 
stacles in the way of perfectly innocent amusement. 
Now if anybody stopped us on the stairs, we could 
say that we were visitors from Venus." She 
paused and her face puckered with seriousness. 
Then it rioted in dimples again. " Or we could 
say that our flying machine had gone ashore on 
their roof. Oh we must do something," she said 
in despair. 

" I have it," Cargill ejaculated. " How about 
the Beacon Club — that's just a few houses 
down." 

Jadie clapped her hands. 

" We'll compose limericks on some of the mem- 
bers," she began. 

Cargill grinned. "And leave them disposed 
prominently," he ended. 

" Oh, if we only had some firecrackers," Jadie 
said. 
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Cargill had dropped the ladder to the roof of 
the next house. 

" Firecrackers ! You've got to be as quiet as 
a ghost. Come on," he called exultantly. 



CHAPTER XXXI 

tJAWKINS still watched the windows. 

Ebbett near sat carelessly glancing from his 
companion to the house across the street and back 
to his companion again. He kept up a running 
fire of comment. Suddenly one of his glances 
paused. Along the roof of one of the houses, 
twin lights were moving. He watched them an 
instant in amazement. 

Their course was unequal, eccentric, their flight 
unequal. At moments they stopped; then they 
changed either to a greater or lower altitude. 
One light moved with comparative steadiness : but 
the other fluttered and danced; at intervals it de- 
scribed crescents — once it flew about in mad cir- 
cles of light. 

Ebbett put the opera-glass to his eye. 

Dimly he could see two figures walking along 
the roofs. One, a man, carried a ladder, in ad- 
dition to his lantern. His gait was quick and 
vigorous. He was dressed like a cowboy. The 
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other, small, slender, was positively that of a 
child. It had hanging hair and filmy skirts, float- 
ing to the knees. 

Stupefied, Ebbett watched these romantic plan- 
ets pass along his segment of sky until they dis- 
appeared from sight. " By George ! Hawkins," 
he began. " Did you see that. Jack? " 

But Hawkins interrupted. " There she is ! " 
he said. " Vitaline's pulled one curtain down. 
That means to come, unless she pulls another." 

They watched breathlessly. 

"No, that's all," Ebbett said hoarsely. "I 
knew she'd manage to get us in some way. Well, 
hurry up 1 " 

They forced themselves to cross the street 
leisurely. 



CHAPTER XXXII 

"^^^HAT'S the matter, Sears? " 

With a finger on his lips, he signalled for 
silence. His eyes on Thethry's surprised face, he 
listened to Vitaline's soft, retreating footsteps. 
When they stopped, he jumped up and came 
swiftly over to Thethry's side. 

" Have you a revolver in the house, Thethry? " 

Something had made a different man of him. 
His eyes had become hard and bright; he was 
gnawing restlessly at his lowen lip. Different, 
too, was his voice. It was quick, curt, decisive. 

" Yes. There's a pair of revolvers there in the 
top drawer." A sweep of her arm indicated the 
desk that stood between the back windows. " But 
what — " she was beginning in perplexity. 

"Goodl Cartridges?" 

" They're loaded." 

" Good again ! " 

" But what's the matter? What do you want 
291 
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a revolver for?" A little tremble ran in her 
tone and her eye searched his face. 

Taking his time, he studied her carefully. " I 
think I can depend on you to help, Thethry. You 
were bully in the Public Garden, to-night." 

"Help? In what?" The tremble had run 
into incipient panic now. " Quick, tell me ! " 

" Don't get frightened, Thethry. I'm pretty 
sure now that there's been a pair of thieves fol- 
lowing on our trail all the evening. I'm pretty 
sure that Vitaline Is one of them." 

He stopped, terrified by the change in her face. 
The tide of gayety that always illuminated its 
mobility seemed to be sucked out of it, leaving it 
like a shell, empty, desolate. 

" Vitaline. Vitaline." She repeated the word 
as if it were a thing that she looked at from every 
point of view. " Go on." 

" Do you remember what was the one thing you 
noticed about the woman who searched you in the 
summer-house to-night ? " 

"Yes — a little mole." 

"Where?" 

" There." She indicated where, on her arm, 
wrist and hand joined. " On the right wrist." 

"Vitaline has a mole there. I have just dis- 
covered it." 

" I see." A look of horror began to film the 
soft liquid of her eyes. " Of course," she mut- 
tered, half to herself, " she would know all your 
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sister^s habits — she would have access to all your 
sister's things." 

" More than that," Sears went on rapidly, " I 
think this afternoon she must have taken this im- 
pression in wax of the key to Uncle Rex's iron 
box — the one in which Jadie kept the diamonds." 

He took the lump of wax from his pocket and 
handed it to her. With a stupid air, Thethry 
turned it over and over. Briefly he sketched the 
situation of the early evening. " When Vitaline 
covered me up, she must have dropped the hand- 
kerchief." 

"Is there anything more?" Thethry seemed 
to articulate with difficulty. 

" Yes, it was she, you remember, who made the 
mistake that has caused all this confusion. She 
gave Jadie the duplicate when she intended to take 
the necklace. That was not the accident she pre- 
tended it to be. You see that left her alone in the 
house with the necklace. Of course I, uncon- 
sciously, foiled her there by giving the necklace to 
you." 

Even in his excitement, he stopped to laugh 
noiselessly at this comic complication. 

" I figured that after sending my telephone mes- 
sage this evening, Vitaline telephoned her con- 
spirator that the necklace was at Louisburg 
Square. Probably he followed you to the garden. 
Do you remember seeing anybody about when you 
came out onto Louisburg Square? " 
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She shook her head. Her words came slowly 
as if with a great physical effort. " No — I — 
I was thinking over all that had happened; I 
wouldn't have noticed a procession going by. 
Wait," she said an instant later, *' I remember that 
as I passed an alley a policeman came out and 
stood at the entrance. I remember vaguely that 
somebody was walking behind me then." 

" Well, either Vitaline joined him there or in 
the Garden. Then she came here. How well 
she did that entrance by the way 1 " He stopped 
to laugh again with an enjoyment of the situation, 
almost boyish. ** She's either here to get that 
necklace or to let somebody else in who can get it." 

"Is there anything more?" Thethry asked. 

" Nothing except that I have always disliked 
and distrusted Vitaline." 

"What do you propose to do about It?" 

" If you will help me, I want to lay a trap for 
her." 

He looked at her questioningly. But her panic 
had her by the throat now. She was shaking. 
He saw that she could not speak. 

" Don't — don't let it frighten you so ! " he 
pleaded. " I'll call CargilL" 

"Oh no — no — no! Don't do that. I beg 
of you don't do that ! "she remonstrated. " Let 
me help. Oh, let me help 1 '^ She passed her 
hands over her face for a quieting second. When 
she withdrew them resolution had made it marble. 
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"This is my first adventure." A pale smile 
crumpled her stiff lips. " All my life I have 
prayed for an adventure to come to me. Don't 
cheat me out of it. Let me help, Sears, oh do — 
do! I give you my word I'll keep cool and take 
commands like a soldier. I was frightened at 
first. But I shan't be frightened again — no mat- 
ter what happens." 

" Are you sure? " His tone was no more anx- 
ious than the look that studied her problngly. 

"Sure. Lookl" 

She held out her arm — it was as rigid as steel. 

He smiled, as this was, after all, what he had 
expected of her. His boyish delight in the sit- 
uation began to show in his face and the smile that 
Thethry had commended was frequent on his lips, 

" Now I want you to tell Vitaline that we are 
going upstairs to join the others on the roof. Tell 
her that your maids are busy downstairs preparing 
a supper for us, that you leave her in charge of 
things here. Then you and I will go upstairs. 
But, instead of continuing to the roof, we shall 
come back to this room by way of the fire escape 
and hide behind the tapestries. You are to stand 
here." 

He pointed to the tapestry that hung at the 
right of the hack window. 

" From there, you can command the back of the 
hall through the door." 

He looked keenly about the room for a mo* 
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ment. '' I shall stand behind the tapestry at the 
right of the safe. There I can command the 
front of the hall through the door of the front 
library. Then we'll wait and see what happens. 
Remember you are not to move until you hear me 
speak? Do you understand?" 

" Perfectly." Still white-faced, she was firm- 
lipped, well held in hand mentally, mistress now 
even of her voice. 

" Now get the revolvers for me." 

He took the pair that she brought from the 
desk, broke them, examined them, snapped them 
together and slipped one into each pocket of his 
dinner-coat. In the midst of it he burst out into 
an explosion of silent mirth that rocked him back 
and forth for a moment. " Isn't this the best 
melodrama you ever saw? But suppose," he 
roared again, ** suppose when I order them to 
hold up their hands, they don't do it, what shall 
I do — commit suicide?" he demanded. "Now 
speak to Vitaline." He followed her out into the 
hall. 

Even in his preoccupation he noted the nat- 
uralness of her acting. She bubbled over with 
small talk as they sauntered leisurely towards the 
stairs. And her vivacity, faithful to the call of 
her spirit, played in smiles and quick dashes of 
expression over her marble face. " Oh, Vita- 
line," she interrupted herself as the girl rose from 
her chair. The ejaculation came with admirable 
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suddenness and, unmistakably, in the tone of one 
who has just prevented herself from forgetting 
something important. 

''Mademoiselle?'' 

Thethry made her little speech. " You're not 
afraid to be left alone with the necklaces, are 
you ? " she concluded, smiling in her friendly 
fashion, " they're in the safe, you know," 

" Oh no. Mademoiselle:' 

Thethry continued her careless chatter part way 
up the stairs. Then with an *' Oh, I'm so tired," 
she let it run down. They continued up the 
second flight in silence. 

But once out of Vitaline's hearing, Thethry 
seized Sears's hand and led him, with fleet, silent 
footsteps, back to the second floor. They stole 
down the fire escape and through the window into 
the back library again. 

In obedience to Sears's motion, Thethry took her 
position behind the tapestry, the window through 
which they had just come at her left. Sears 
slipped behind the tapestry and burrowed his way, 
close to the wall, until he could stand at the right 
of the safe. 

For five minutes on that floor there was a silence 
in which, finally, the innocent plash of the fountain 
became almost painful. 



CHAPTER XXXIII 

TN those five minutes Vitallne sat in a listening 
attitude so attentive that she did not seem to 
move an eyelash. Under her dropped lids all the 
glitter went out of her eyes. They grew cold, 
hard, dead as stones. She had crouched down in 
her chair, but her pose was not that of relaxation; 
rather it was as if her ungainly body had become 
one enormous ear. 

After a while she seemed to be satisfied with 
the quiet that reigned in the house. She tiptoed 
to the door that opened down stairs to the kitchen 
and turned the key in the lock. Going into the 
back library, she noiselessly looked out the win- 
dows. After a minute of apparent perplexity, she 
shut them both and locked them. 

From there she moved into the front library and 
let up the curtain to one of the windows. An in- 
stant later she pulled it down again. Tiptoeing 
out of the room and into the vestibule, she opened 
the front door gently and stood with her ear to the 
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crack. A minute went by and then she swung it 
open, this time wide enough for Ebbett and Haw- 
kins to enter. 

" Soup? " she breathed to Hawkins. 

His lips motioned a " Yes." 

" Stay here." Her lips were so close to Eb- 
bett's ear that even Hawkins could not have known 
what she was saying. " Keep here in the vesti- 
bule and watch. They're in the safe in the library 
— everybody's upstairs, the way is clear for an 
hour. There are tapestries In both the libraries. 
Hide behind them in case of alarm." 

Ebbett nodded. 

She repeated this for Hawkins. 

He followed her into the back library. 



CHAPTER XXXIV 

T^H ROUGH a hole in the worn old tapestries, 
Sears followed the proceedings with ease. 
He heard the door open and shut with significant 
quiet. Then he watched Vitaline's entrance into 
the room, followed by — he started involuntarily 
— his cousin Marcia's butler, the invaluable Haw- 
kins. With a swift movement Vitaline pulled 
aside the tapestry that concealed the safe. Then 
she went out to take up her watch in the hall. 

Sears was so near that he might almost have 
touched him when, in a few minutes, Hawkins be- 
gan to work at the safe. 

First, Hawkins took from the pocket of his long 
coat a small bottle, a piece of soap and a little 
pointed steel instrument. Turning on the light 
directly over the safe, he knelt down and exam- 
ined the dial carefully. Rising, he reached for 
the steel instrument. The light caught on its end 
in a spatter of rainbow flashes. He began to bore 
a hole in the upper part of the dial. 

300 
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Sears watched, fascinated. It was a strange 
experience to see the deferential fingers that had 
so often reached over his shoulder to pass an en- 
tree or to fill a glass, so deft with these illicit tools. 
He had to struggle with his own mirth at the in- 
congruity. 

Hawkins was by this time softening the soap 
in a candle-flame. With this he built a little cup 
that seemed half funnel, half-dam, about the hole 
in the dial. Pouring the fluid from the bottle into 
the cup, he set a short fuse in it and, picking up a 
rug from the floor, folded it about the safe. 

This done, he waited calmly. 

Outside the fountain continued to break the si- 
lence with its intermittent, frivolous splash. 

The fine old room with its faded hangings, its 
ancient books, its splendid portraits, seemed, in 
spite of the drama playing itself out in scarlet 
among its shadows, to maintain its air of a mellow 
calm. 

Behind his drapery Sears hardly breathed. 
With Vitaline, motionless and invisible, yet subtly 
dominant in the hall, with Hawkins immobile in 
an expectant attitude, with Thethry out of sight 
and her state of mind unconjecturable, a sudden 
thrill of suspense made his nerves crinkle. 

The pause became painful and, yet, awaiting he 
knew not what. Sears could not bring himself to 
interrupt it. Vaguely he made a pact with him- 
self that when he saw Hawkins's arm go up to 
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strike the match, he would break into their game. 

One, two, three, four, five minutes went by. 

Briskly Hawkins turned to the safe. Sears 
waited for his arm to go up. But instead, Haw- 
kins snapped the match afire with a deft pressure 
of his thumb-nail. An instant later, Sears realized 
that it was too late. He waited for the explosion. 

There was a soft, mufiled roar. The dial of the 
safe fell with a thud on the rug. Hawkins bent 
over to examine his work. 

Sears stepped from behind the curtain. 
" Throw up your hands," he commanded. 

Thethry, too, stepped out from her hiding-place, 
her finger on the trigger of the revolver that hung 
at her side, her wide, gleaming eyes fixed on Haw- 
kins, who was gazing blankly into the barrel of 
Sears's revolver. 

His expression was so surprised that, in spite 
of himself. Sears burst into laughter. But he 
sobered immediately at the sound of Vitaline's 
voice. 



CHAPTER XXXV 

"T^ROP that gun, Mr. Tileston," Vitaline called, 
^^ " or ni shoot Miss Vashonl " 

Sears started; but he still kept his eyes and his 
revolver on Hawkins. 

Thethry started too. Her eyes went swiftly 
out into the hall where Vitaline stood out of 
Sears's sight. A little revolver which Vitaline had 
produced, as if by legerdemain, gleamed wickedly 
in the soft candle-light. 

"Has Vitaline a revolver, Miss Vashon?" 
Sears asked. 

" Yes." 

" I know how to use it too," Vitaline, not once 
removing the blazing glare of her look from 
Thethry's face, informed Sears. Despite her 
look, her voice was cool. " I'll give you a min- 
ute to decide whether you hand the revolver over 
to Hawkins or whether I'll shoot Miss Vashon. 
Don't think I'm afraid to do it. I'd kill you both 
at the drop of the hat for those diamonds." 

Sears reviewed the situation desperately. 
303 
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There was almost a comic perplexity in their quad- 
rangular complication. He could see Thethry 
and Hawkins, but he could not see Vitaline. 
Hawkins could see only himself. Vitaline could 
see only Thethry. Thethry alone commanded the 
whole situation. 

" But what's the use of that, Vitaline? '* Sears 
spoke with great deliberation, praying for time. 
" If you shoot Miss Vashon, Til shoot Hawkins. 
Then we'll both try to shoot each other. I shall 
win. What do you gain ? " 

" This. You won't let me shoot Miss Vashon 
and I know it. I've got eyes in my head. Half 
your minute is up." 

" You've got him, Vitaline," Hawkins broke 
in. " Don't lose your nerve." 

" I guess you're right, Vitaline," Sears said rue- 
fully. " I hate to be beaten, though." 

" I won't be beaten," Thethry said suddenly. 
** Let her shoot me," she commanded Sears with 
an imperiousness that he had not yet heard in her 
voice. It rang. 

Sears looked at her. Even in the peril of the 
moment, he noticed that she was strange, that there 
was an air of regality about hen She had been 
hollow-eyed, color-wrung fifteen minutes ago. She 
was still that, but she was illuminated. She might 
have been filled with a white fire that, foaming up, 
burst in flaming resolution through her skin. 

" Vitaline is only bluffing anyway — she 
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wouldn't dare to shoot me," Thethry concluded 
contemptuously. 

Sears laughed; but there was no mirth in his 
laughter. " I'm afraid Vitaline wins." 

"If you make one move to hand that revolver 
to Hawkins," Thethry announced, " I'll shoot 
Vitaline. Now it's simply a question which of 
us two women can shoot quickest or aim best." 

" Thethry," Sears pleaded, " Think of me — I 
got you into this." 

"Yes — but— " 

Vitaline laughed. ** For the last time, hand 
over that — " she was beginning when she, too, 
was interrupted. 

" Put down that revolver," a man's voice de- 
manded imperatively. 

Every member of the dramatically arranged 
quartette started with surprise. But with each the 
surprise took a different manifestation. 

Thethry, from whom all sight of the stranger 
was cut off by a separating wall, reeled, clutching 
so desperately at the tapestry that it tore in her 
fingers. But she recovered herself with a tre- 
mendous effort that showed in every line of her 
wan face and half-slid, half-staggered behind the 
curtain, out of sight. 

Hawkins gave a quick turn, a furtive glance, 
then his eyes came back to Sears's face. 

Vitaline, with a swift glance back at her inter- 
ruptor, sullenly lowered her weapon. 
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Sears, looking up, saw a man advance from the 
vestibule, revolver in hand. It was directed to- 
wards the back of the hall where, presumably as 
she was still concealed from him, Vitaline stood. 

"Get into that room. Be quick about it!" 
The stranger's words might have been addressed 
to a dog. 

With a look, stupefied, balked, frightened. Vita- 
line walked back to the front library and pre- 
ceded him in. 

The stranger paused in the doorway. 

He was tall, big — he would have been — in 
another coat and a less disreputable hat and with- 
out the cigar that seemed to sprout from the cor- 
ner of his mouth — magnificent. He was a 
youngish-old man or an oldish-young man. Sears 
could not at first determine. A shock of virile 
white hair, falling under his hat, accented the 
youthfulness of his pink, well-cared-for skin. 
His eyes shone like blue gems. About him there 
was the atmosphere of dynamic force, of a com*- 
pcUing energy — all the earmarks of tremendous 
natural magnetism. 

" Mr. Tileston," he said in a brisk voice, " I am 
a plain-clothes man." 

He turned back his coat and displayed a badge 
with a gesture so rapid, and accustomed that it was 
in itself a guarantee of respectable authority. 

" These two people are a pair of well-known 
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* yeggs * — I've been watching them for half an 
hour." 

His eyes roved about the room until they 
stopped at the shattered safe. He greeted this 
sight with a " Humph ! " of triumph. 

" Up to their old tricks, I see." They're both 
well known to us, although for a year or two now 
the police hasn't seen much of them. I happened 
to sec them watching this house. It struck me 
that there was something suspicious in their man- 
ner and I stayed to see their game out. I saw the 
girl raise the curtain in the front room. Our 
friend was evidently waiting for that for he came 
over here immediately. I saw the girl let him in. 
But fortunately for us she didn't latch the outer 
door. I stood in the vestibule and listened. Now 
if you'll tie them, I'll telephone the police. Tie 
them hand and foot — they're a hard pair to 

manage and slippery as . You'd better take 

those curtain-cords. Do you know how to tie a 
man so that it will stick? " 

" I'm an amateur yachtsman," replied Sears. 

"Then you'll do!" 

Almost dazed with gratitude at the assisting 
hand the fates had reached out to him. Sears 
obeyed blindly. 

For an interval the stranger stood by him, then 
as having finished with Hawkins, Sears started to 
tie Vltaline, he strolled into the back library ap- 
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parently, to examine the work at the safe. Vita- 
line suddenly began to struggle. But Sears caught 
her, and with a few vigorous turns of the rope 
tied her in a huge chain 

Suddenly Thethry's voice rang in a " Sears 1 " 
so strident with agony that it appalled him. 

He turned. 

With the necklaces dangling in glittering fringes 
from his fingers, the stranger was just passing 
through the door of the back library. 

Quick as he was — and his movements were 
those of the adder — Sears was quicker. With 
one leap he caught up the revolver from the floor. 
With another, he plunged into the hall through 
the door of the front library, cutting off the 
stranger from escape by the street. 

But he did not attempt that. Sears caught only 
one glimpse of him disappearing swiftly upstairs. 
Sears's revolver rang out. The shot went wide. 
He heard the stranger racing up the second flight. 
Sears rushed after him. He fired three shots as 
he went. 

But with the start of a whole story and with an 
agility extraordinary in one large and, perhaps, 
old, the stranger reached the roof a minute before 
Sears. He had the presence of mind to shut the 
door after him. In the dark and in an unknown 
place. Sears had to fumble for the lock. He lost 
another half-minute. 



CHAPTER XXXVI 

/^N the roof the Blondes and the P5rx-Jury were 
still in the depths and delights of their quin- 
tuple tete-a-tete. Suddenly the O'Donahue raised 
his head. "What was that?" he asked sharply. 

"What was what?" Hale asked lazily. 

" I'd swear I heard a shot," the O'Donahue ex- 
plained. 

" He's got them again," Peabo passed satiric 
judgment. " You'll come out of it all right." 
" You're only a little delirious," Asbe and Frum 
informed him comfortingly. 

But the O'Donahue was not to be appeased by 
these familiar insults. Oblivious for the moment 
even of Alice, he arose and stood listening. 
" Sure, three more," he exclaimed emphatically. 
He rushed towards the door that led into the 
house. 

Before he reached it, a big man, white-haired 
and clean-shaven, dashed on to the roof, slamming 
the door after him. Before the Pyx-Jury, now 
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thoroughly surprised out of their tete-a-tetes, could 
realize his presence, he had gone. Like a huge 
cat, he leaped from one roof down to another. 

"What the — " Hale began when the door 
again flashed open and Sears stood among them. 

He carried a smoking revolver. He was 
breathless from running, but without a pause, he 
jumped on to the adjacent roof. " Help, you 
fellows 1 " he called. " He's got the diamonds." 

The Pyx- Jury started after him. 

The excitement of the chase lent them double 
speed. But their costumes clogged their move- 
ments. More than once their long skirts tripped 
and threw them. But they kept doggedly after 
Sears's flying, leaping, dodging, stumbling, climb- 
ing figure. 



CHAPTER XXXVII 

T YING flat on the roof of the Beacon Club, 
Cargill was composing limericks by the light 
of the twin lanterns. Jadie sitting, cross-legged 
near, offered him occasional aid. 

"What's that?" they said with simultaneous 
suddenness. 

" Somebody's coming," in the next instant, they 
answered each other. 

Cargill listened. " By Jove, something's up. 
Wait a moment 1 " Agilely he climbed to the top 
of a chimney near and peered backward through 
the starlit night. " There's somebody coming — 
a man," he whispered to her. " The fellows are 
chasing him." He dropped noiselessly to her side. 
** Here, get behind this chimney and keep out of 
sight." 

She drew to his side and knelt, a little fright- 
ened, trembling child, but pluckily silent and com- 
posed. They waited. 

The sound of pounding footsteps came nearer. 
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By the light of their lanterns, they soon saw the 
fugitive clearly. 

He was enormous — old — young — neither. 
He had long white hair that flew out in a weird 
nimbus about his excited face. When he leaped 
on to the roof, the impact of his body seemed to 
shake the whole building. He ran to the skylight, 
wrenched it open, had opened it, was about to 
lower his body through it when Cargill fell upon 
him. 

The struggle that followed was a desperate one. 
The stranger was almost winded. But he was a 
much bigger, a more powerful man than Cargill. 
They rolled over and over in a locked embrace 
that brought them closer and closer to the edge of 
the roof while Jadie screamed and sobbed her 
warnings to Cargill. 

Once the stranger lifting a powerful arm tried 
to throw a tangle of diamonds that he pulled from 
his pocket into the street. Cargill caught the 
hand and held it. Three feet from the edge, the 
stranger collapsed. In another moment. Sears, 
leading the stream of the Pyx-Jury had leaped to 
Cargill's assistance. 

'* Lucky you were here, John," Sears said 
briefly. 

He wrenched the necklaces from the stranger^s 
clasp. He handed them over to the O' Donahue. 
** See if you can hold the damn things for » wlvlc/' 
he challenged. 

Even the stranger smiled. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII 

npHEY came back over the roofs, a straggling 
procession, Sears and Cargill leading the 
silent captive. The Pyx- Jury, voluble with ques- 
tion which Sears answered with unaccustomed curt- 
ness, picked a way in the rear. 

They found the women gathered In a bunch at 
the door. Jadie, standing on a chair, was jump- 
ing up and down in her effort to catch the first 
sight of their return. Thethry stood stiff and 
wordless in the midst of the Blondes, trying with 
straying mechanical hands to stay their panic, al- 
ternately whimpering and clamant. 

Sears's first look was for Thethry. " It's all 
right. Miss Vashon." 

" I'm glad," she answered dully. 

But her look was not for him. It slid over his 
figure and went dreadingly to the face of his cap- 
tive. Pinioned, dishevelled, he had, the hat and 
cigar gone, the air of a gentleman. Thethry's 
gaze stayed on him an instant, brooding. 
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Searching the group, the captive's eyes paused 
on hers. But as Thethry's gaze swept down be- 
fore his, he continued to study her with an astound- 
ing nonchalance. 

" We'll use one of the rooms on the top floor, 
Miss Vashon," Sears said, " with your permis- 
sion. 

" The whole house Is at your disposal," she 
answered in formal, monotonous tones. 

The men went into the house first. Jadie 
scampered close in their wake. The awed Blondes 
followed. With slow, precise movements, like an 
animated statue learning to walk, Thethry brought 
up the rear. The men shut themselves into one 
of the rooms. At Thethry's listless dictation, 
ropes were produced from somewhere. 

** Oh, by the way, Cargill," Sears asked coolly 
in the midst of it, " run down stairs, will you, and 
see if there's a man and a woman tied in the front 
library." 

Cargill gave an astonished whistle. Then, ac- 
companied by two of his comrades, he plunged 
down the stairs. 

" They're all right," he said on his return. 
" The man had nearly worked one hand loose, 
but I took another hitch on him ; for Heaven's sake 
tell us what all this rumpus is about, will you. 
Sears?" 

" In a moment," Sears answered. 

The Pyx- Jury finished their work with their cap- 
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tive. Then Sears herded the whole party in 
Thethry's living-room. " Now I'll tell you all 
about it," he said. 

The Blondes gathered in an awed group on the 
couch, their hands clasped, their heads resting on 
each other's shoulders for support. Jadie 
dropped to a footstool and drank in her brother's 
words, her eyes growing big as a child's with its 
first fairy-tale. The Pyx-Jury, the disarray of 
their torn and dirtied clothes in strange contrast 
to the sombre seriousness of their faces, listened, 
absorbed. 

Leaning her arms on the back of the chair, 
Thethry stood apart from the group and alone. 
Her face was turned to the shadow. Occasionally 
one hand went up to shade her brow. 

Sears told his story from beginning to end 
quietly but in short, concise sentences. 

Once only he was interrupted. It was a burst 
of tears from Jadie. " Oh, to think Vitaline 
would do such a thing," she sobbed, " How can I 
ever trust anybody again? " 

" Now," Sears concluded, addressing the Pyx- 
Jury, " I shall telephone for the police. I want 
you all to get out of here before I do that — I 
want there to be as little fuss about this as possible. 
I want you to take Jadie home and all these girls 
with her, and I want you to stay there with them 
until I phone." 

They began to obey his orders instantly. The 
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Blondes scattered to their rooms to make ready 
for the journey. The rest went downstairs. In 
a group the Pyx- Jury visited the front library and 
surveyed the captives lying, sullen, there. They 
talked in low tones among themselves as they 
shouldered their way into their long coats. Car- 
gill held the white cloak for a strangely subdued 
Jadie — a Jadie who kept her head persistently 
away from the door of the front library. 

Thethry, gliding downstairs, noiseless as a 
ghost, passively watched the fall of events. 

" I think I'll change my dress," she said sud- 
denly, " if the police are coming." She called a 
perfunctory good-bye and, turning, ran up the 
stairs as if from some overmastering terror. 

Sears hurried the departure of the crowd with 
many admonitions. But it was not easy, packing 
twelve of them away in the touring-car and the 
runabout. Their natural high spirits rising again, 
spilt over in the process. And just as they 
were ready to start. Hale remembered that they 
had forgotten Veritas. Sears held him into his 
seat while the O' Donahue cranked up. 

" I don't think there's anything funny about an 
imaginary dog," Freda said in disgust. And for 
an exasperated moment, Sears agreed with her. 

When Sears returned to the library, Thethry 
was not there. He decided to wait for her, be- 
fore telephoning. In the interval he sat down, 
lighting a cigarette. 
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The house seemed strangely quiet after the 
swirl of event and emotion that had recently swept 
through it. An odd fancy came to him that if he 
would listen hard enough, he could hear ghosts of 
ejaculatory phrases and of rushing footsteps. In- 
stead the fountain engaged his attention. He be- 
gan to try to catch the system of its intermittent 
plash — until it twanged in his nerves. Still 
Thethry did not come. 

After a while he began to walk back and forth 
through the back library, mechanically breaking 
his footsteps into lengths that evenly divided the 
rugs. 

A moment of this and, with a vicious lunge of 
his arm, he threw his half-smoked cigarette into 
the grate — stifled an impatient exclamation — 
drummed on the table — drew a second cigarette. 
With the flame of the match burning at his lips, 
he paused and dropped both into an ash-tray. His 
gaze had caught the eyes of Patty Norreys in the 
comer. 

They were compelling eyes and shameless. 
Like the lush scarlet lips they seemed to be say- 
ing strange things to him. His triangular frown 
came and went. What was keeping Thethry? he 
wondered for the twentieth time. He listened. 

The house did not seem to hold a stir of life. 

He looked at the picture again. Infecting him 
with a thousand doubts, the sloe-black eyes mocked 
on his. One of these doubts grew to suspicion, to 
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sickening certainty. The sloe-black eyes watched 
the growth with a malicious enjoyment. He 
turned and, leaping three steps at a time, ran to 
the top of the house. 

The door of the room that contained the cap- 
tive was shut. But the key was gone. He did 
not even try the knob. With a sudden heave of 
his shoulder against its slender bulk, he broke it 
open. 

Thethry, on her knees before the prisoner, was 
sawing with a pair of nail scissors through the 
ropes that bound him. Beyond a window had 
been opened. A knotted rope fire-escape thrown 
over the sill suggested much. 

Thethry sat back on her knees, the scissors 
dropping, with a tiny clatter, from her fingers. 
She looked over the man's body straight into 
Sears's eyes. 

" He is my father," she said. 



CHAPTER XXXIX 

UT ISTEN," she commanded in the imperative 
tone that she had used to him once before 
that evening, " this man's name is Ebbett. He is 
my father. He is the head of that gang of bur- 
glars who have been following you and Jadie all 
night. It is the same gang that your Uncle Rex 
used to talk so much about. And this is that same 
leader whom he feared. This man planned all 
the breaks that were made in your uncle's house. 
Hawkins has always been his right-hand man. It 
was Hawkins who stole the briolette from your 
uncle years ago. 

" You will think that I am one of these crim- 
inals — and I shall not blame you. But I am 
not. I have not seen my father for years. I 
knew nothing of to-night's work until I saw Haw- 
kins in the doorway to-night. Then I guessed 
that my father was working in Boston. I knew 
at once that the diamonds I had in my hand were 
the Parhyte briolettes. I thought though for a 
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time that you were one of my father's assistants. 
I expected that it would be my father to whom I 
would deliver the diamonds at 99 Louisburg 
Square and I was prepared to hand him over to 
the police. When I found the Pyx- Jury there 
and they explained to me that it was all a game — 
oh, you will never know how happy I was. But 
all the time the memory of Hawkins worried me 
— I could not think that his being there was just 
a comcidence. It was torturing me subconsciously 
during all the evening. But when I heard my 
father's signal-whistle outside that little summer- 
house — oh then I knew — I knew they were on 
the trail of those diamonds and I hid them between 
the logs." 

She stopped but only to take breath. 

" Although this man is my father," she went 
on steadily, " I do not love him. Indeed for the 
way he treated my mother, I hate him. He de- 
serted us both when I was a child. And if it had 
not been for a good, kind creature who befriended 
us, I don't know what would have happened. This 
man Ebbett came occasionally to see my mother 
after he had left her. The worst nightmare I 
know nowadays is to wake up stark in the middle 
of the night, thinking I have heard his whistle un- 
der my window. That whistle seems to typify to 
me the life-long sorrow and despair of my mother. 
He did not ill-treat her — bodily — he simply 
killed her with his wickedness. But she loved him 
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and shielded him always. Because of that — and 
because the necklaces were safe and you had had 
your warning — but, most, because his blood and 
hers in me called for his release, I made up my 
mind to free him. This is the truth, but I do not 
ask you to believe me." 

" I believe you, Thethry," Sears said. 

" But after all, I'm glad the thing has been 
taken out of my hands, that you are going to put 
him in prison. Better an asylum for the de- 
mented. For he is the victim of the most cruel 
lust in the world — the love of the diamond. He 
is a genius in his way. But for diamonds he sac- 
rificed his career. For diamonds he sacrificed my 
mother and me. For diamonds he would kill you 
and me as we stand here. Indeed I have no doubt 
now that I was chloroformed to-night by his or- 
ders. If I had died it would not have cost him a 
pang so long as he obtained the diamonds." 

Ebbett lay quiet as stone on the floor — a bulk 
whose size was, in some way, intensified by its dis- 
array, the battered linen, the smudged and 
crumpled suit, the white hair, bristly with disor- 
der. The smooth, big-featured, handsome face 
had been, during all this explanation, as non-com- 
mittal as a sheet of white paper. His eyes look- 
ing gaugingly out from half-shut lids had never 
left his daughter's face. Now he opened them 
wide. 

" No, not that," he said, " the child is right 
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about the rest of it — but, before God, not that." 

Thethry was as unheeding as if his words had 
been the ticking of the clock. 

** You and Jadie," she went on pitilessly, " are 
not safe as long as he's at large and you continue 
to own those briolettes. Oh, do be careful — do 
be careful — he would stop at nothing to get them 
away from you." 

She stopped, and there was a long silence. 

" Thethry," Sears said at last, " leave me alone 
with your — this man — for a while. I want to 
talk with him." He put his arm about her and 
lifted her from the floor. His arm still support- 
ing her, he urged her to the door. She stumbled 
as if the bones of her body kept doubling under 
her weight. 

Ebbett's eyes slanted after them, following 
every move. 

On the threshold, Thethry faltered. " Oh no 
— no — I don't dare to leave you with him," she 
groaned, her teeth clicking with terror. " He's 
treacherous as a panther — he'll kill you." She 
clung to him, shaking, and tried by her mere 
weight to prevent him from leaving her. 

Sears lifted her and carried her into the living- 
room. He placed her on the couch there, disen- 
tangling the hands that clung like tendrils to him. 
" Now try to calm yourself." 

Her answer was to clutch at him again with an 
agonized, " Don't leave me 1 " 
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" Thethry," he pleaded, in his turn, " don't go 
to pieces. I may need your help later. Every- 
thing will be all right when I come back, I prom- 
ise you. I'll only be gone a few minutes. Now 
rest 1 " He drew a blanket over her and, noise- 
lessly, was gone. 

She had not realized how much she needed 
rest. Her body sank like a leaden weight into 
the cushions. At the compulsion of the emotional 
strain of the long night, she drifted into a kind of 
coma, and suddenly a wonderful peace came to 
her. She realized that she had put everything out 
of her own hands into others as competent. An 
intuition came to her that, before her, lay tran- 
quillity and happiness. She could hear afar off 
a dull buzz of conversation. It seemed to last 
for hours — days. After that came, dimmer, the 
sound of a door opening, shutting, double foot- 
steps on the stairs — a long quiet. 

She was awakened by Sears's step at her side. 
She opened her eyes wide and her trust in him 
smiled out of them into his. 

" It's all right, dear," he said tenderly, " I've 
fixed it. I've let him go and Vitaline and Haw- 
kins. He will never trouble you or me again." 



CHAPTER XL 

« /^ OME downstairs," she said. ** I want to 

^ talk." 

He followed her. The little rest that she had 
obtained seemed to have revivified her. There 
was, moreover, an air about her — of what? He 
tried to analyze it. There was a new strength in 
her gait, a new tone in her voice, a new look in 
her face. In the library, she motioned him to a 
seat. Although she herself did not sit, he obeyed 
her, mute, watchful, interrogative. 

She began to pace the floor, her hands clasped 
behind her back, knotting and unknotting. It 
seemed to Sears that he could follow each move 
in her mental struggle. And when the words 
came, finally, with a rush, he stopped her with a 
stern, "Waitl" 

She looked at him in apprehension, her lips 
parted for the first word, the something she wanted 
to say to him, quivering in every line of her face. 

324 
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"I don't know what you're going to say to me, 
Thethry," he went on immediately. " But before 
you say it, let me say this. I'm going to make a 
strange declaration to you. But I think I can 
trust you with it — you have enough sense of 
humor to understand. I'm going to tell you that 
I'm not desperately in love with you yet, although 
I'm going to be desperately in love with you soon. 
But I'm so fascinated and interested that I can't 
bear to think of leaving you to-night. There's 
something so unreal about the whole situation, I'm 
afraid you'll disappear. I can't lose you. I want 
to be sure of you. I want you to promise to stay 
in Boston long enough for me to make you love 
me. 

Thethry looked down at him. For an instant 
her whole soul seemed to melt and to rush, liquid, 
to her eyes. " I don't think you will find that 
difficult. Sears," she said. Her voice was almost 
inaudible, but it was so sweet that each word 
might have dripped honey. 

" Ah I " He sprang to her side. 

She shrank away from him. " Wait ! Wait 1 ** 
There was almost a wild note in her cry. " You 
must know everything first. I have a confession 
to make. I — " 

" I don't mind the confession," he laughed. 
" I can guess what it is." 

"Not all of it. Listen! Listen!" Her 
voice seemed to beat in a crescendo of entreaty 
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against his silencing gesture. And as, alarmed at 
her excitement, Sears resumed his seat, she came 
forward and gripped the back of a chair. '' Lis- 
ten," she commanded again. 

"I will listen!" 

" It's not about my father. It's about — my 
life is all a lie. I'm a lie. This house is a lie. 
Everything in it is a lie. It's all stage-setting for 
a game, a little drama in which I wanted to play 
the leading part." 

The light of the morning was beginning to filter 
through the windows, a pale, ashy flood that made 
the candle-flames look sickly. It turned all the 
shadows in Thethry's face to dusky smears, from 
which her eyes glittered with the bright intensity 
of her emotion. 

" I lied to you to-night. I have never lived 
abroad. I have never travelled anywhere." 

" I knew that," Sears said, " when you told me 
— your geography was so mixed. But I con- 
cluded it was just one of the little tests that you 
were constantly flashing on me." 

" Did I make mistakes? I have never known 
princely wealth. I have never had a lover in my 
life. My father — I've told you all that. What 
my mother was I do not know — except that she 
was beautiful and a lady. The picture of her is 
the only real thing in this house — that and the 
little vase in which she used to put pansies when- 
ever she could. The man who was the only father 
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I have ever known was a Russian — Ignace 
Vashon — though not a refugee of noble family. 
Originally he was a Russian peasant, though an 
extraordinary one. He kept a little furniture 
store on the East Side in New York. He was 
very good to my mother when that man, Ebbett, 
brought her there and deserted her. He gave her 
work. He wanted her to get a divorce and marry 
him. She would never do that; because she was 
afraid that my father would some day claim me 
and make a criminal of me, she let him adopt me. 
She died when I was ten. Then my father sent 
me away to a convent school — the happiest days 
I have ever known." 

She paused and for an instant pushed her 
loosened hair far back over her forehead. For 
the first time the beautiful rippling line of her 
brow was revealed to him. In another instant, 
she had clasped her hands and the soft flood fell 
over her temples again. 

" When I came home from school, a woman, I 
found that my father — I mean Vashon ; I could 
never call that — call Ebbett, father — had 
worked into the business of collecting and selling 
antiques. He had an exquisite sense of the beau- 
tiful and he was constantly reading and studying. 
He trained me to know all kinds of rare and won- 
derful things. He had an instinctive delight in 
gems. That is how I know so much about the lore 
of precious stones. There was a strange old man 



328 JUNE JEOPARDY 

who used to come often to see him and to bring 
fancy stones to show him. This man's mania was 
diamonds. I often listened to their talk when I 
was playing about the room. He was Rex Par- 
hyte — I am convinced of that — I remember him 
exactly as you describe him — a cold diamond 
gnome. Father dealt of course in all kinds of 
second-hand things. But he was not ^ a fence.' 
He was scrupulously honest. You see: He was 
the only man I fancy to whom your uncle ever 
showed his gems. That man, Ebbett, learned that 
my father knew Rex Parhyte, I have since worked 
it out, and that's why he kept coming to see mother 

— to try to force her to find out things for him. 
Instead, mother told my father everything and he 
warned your uncle against that man. In some 
way, too, my father was able to get the briolette 
that Hawkins stole away from him and to return 
it to your uncle. He was very good to mother — 
and to me — this second father of mine — very, 
very good — " 

She stopped and turned away for a moment. 
There were tears in her eyes but the look on her 
face showed that she was leaping back in memory 
from kindness to kindness and paying her meed of 
gratitude. 

** I tried to pay my debt by taking care of him 

— for he grew sick as he grew old — and by lov- 
ing him with all that was in me. He died two 
years ago. To my great surprise, I found he had 
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left me a fortune, more money than I knew what 
to do with." 

She stopped. " That ends that period,*' she 
said. For a moment it seemed as if it were hard 
to go on. Then she sighed and took up die 
thread again. 

" Now, in order for you to realize how I came 
to do what I've done, I shall have to tell you what 
kind of a girl I was. You see I had never known 
anybody but just the people who lived about us» 
kind people and good people and fine people in 
their way — only mentally I was soon, of course, 
out of their class. I was the most lonely little 
creature that you ever saw — so silent and shy 
and stupid, laboring under the handicaps of in- 
herited disgrace, of poverty, of physical unattrac- 
tiveness, of self-distrust. And yet I think, in spite . 
of my girlish angularities and colorlessness, I 
might have been a little pretty if I had only been 
a little happy. I am sure I would have been quite 
a different woman if I could have had about me 
the kind of people who could have brought me out 
with appreciation and sympathy. Indeed I have 
always wanted love and tenderness so much that 
it hurts when I get it." 

Sears made an inarticulate exclamation, but he 
did not interrupt. 

" I was always trying to imagine the kind of 
people I wanted to know. I was always holding 
long, fanciful conversations — always embarking 
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in strange adventures with them. My head spun 
with ideas." 

She sat down for an instant, but, before she 
spoke again, she was up and pacing the room again. 

'^ I was always beating my wings against the 
sordidness of my surroundings, always reading 
travels, romances, poetry, science even, to get 
away from them. And, inwardly, in my longing 
for romance and adventure, I was always playing 
some game or other — often the maddest of 
comedies that the bystanders never suspected. 
Particularly I loved to picture myself a society 
beauty, an actress, a princess, dressing and re- 
dressing interminably in all the wonderful clothes 
that I had never had. I always placed myself in 
surroundings as beautiful as centuries of inherited 
taste and culture could make them. I had a fancy 
that if I had the right costume and the right set- 
ting that I could be beautiful and interesting too." 

Her manner lost some of its intensity. And as 
she went on a little lightness infused itself into 
her voice. She sat down on the couch and leaned 
back. There was even a suggestion of repose in 
her attitude. 

" When I found I had so much money, I de- 
cided to pretend to be such a girl. It pleased me 
to play that I was the daughter of a noble Rus- 
sian expatriate with the best blood of the north 
and the south running in my veins. I carefully 
composed the story I told you to-night to account 
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for my existence. In the meantime I picked up 
Annah — more than anything else I wanted a con- 
vincing family retainer. She was a real southern 
darkey of the old school who had come to hard 
times. She was so grateful for the things that Fd 
done for her that she was quite willing to do as I 
asked. She's the only person who's ever really 
loved me except my mother and father. We've 
played the game so long that of course she be- 
lieves it. Oh, Sears, I can't tell you how sweet it 
was the first time she called me ' honey.' 

" Oh how I've worked these two years, collect- 
ing painfully — for everything had to be perfect 
— old furniture, old glass, old silver, old portraits. 
And it's been fun, too. It gave me something to 
think of when father died. I invented family 
crests. I made out a bogus family-tree. Even 
my books have forged family signatures on the 
fly-leaves. In the meantime I bought these two 
houses, rebuilt them inside, furnished them. To- 
night was to be the real beginning of this princess 
existence. I made up my mind I'd first come to 
live here on my birthday — to open my new year 
auspiciously." • 

For the first time she smiled a little. Her little 
blue-white teeth made a high light in the fused 
ivory and shadow of her face. The dawn was 
growing silvery outside. Sears wondered at the 
vitality that, after such a night, could present a 
surface so smoothly young, so radiantly fresh. 
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*^ And Sears," she went on and, now, there was 
almost a gay note In her voice, '' I think I was right 
about the clothes. I can't tell you how quickly my 
shyness and self-distrust fell from me to-night 
when I put on my first evening-dress and found 
that I could look like girls in magazine illustrations 
as easily as anybody else. And being in just the 
surroundings I liked — oh it gave such a pace to 
my imagination. When I got over my first alarm 
in Louisburg Square, I found I could talk to the 
Pyx- Jury as easily as I'm talking to you. Indeed 
the reaction made me so happy that I couldn't 
help playing a game with them — I patronized 
them. Sears — unmercifully." 

Her lovely laugh rippled unrestrainedly. 

" But I had never spoken to their — or to your 
— or to my — kind before. It was the clothes 
that gave me the confidence — believe me Sears, 
it was the clothes. To-day I vowed that I would 
never tell my secret to anybody. I'd contracted 
with myself to play the game -to the end. And 
now, twenty-four hours have barely gone and you 
know it all." 

" Is your name Thethry?" Sears asked. 

" Yes — Thethry Vashon — I was adopted un- 
der that name." 

" Thethry, I love you." 

" Oh, do you ? " she queried in a tone that was 
all sigh, " quite as much? " 

He came over and sat beside her on the couch. 
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He took her hand and bent his lips to it. She did 
not withdraw it and they sat there. 

" I hated to lie to you about the Lely," she said 
remorsefully, '' because I was looking you straight 
in the eyes." 

" I knew you were lying. Evidently you don't 
know that that was the famous Lely that was 
stolen from my aunt, Mrs. Singleton, ten years 
ago.'' 

She stared. " Good gracious 1 No 1 And 
you trusted me after that! I picked that up quite 
legitimately in a tumble-down old place in New 
York. But as it was to appear as an ancestor, I 
of course, did not herald my find. What did you 
think of me?" 

" For the first time I doubted you. But when- 
ever I thought of your mother's picture — or, in- 
deed, whenever I looked at you, I could not dis- 
trust you. Your mother's picture haunts me. 
We must find out who she was." 

" Oh, if we only could ! I can not tell you how 
beautiful she was — great deep, gray eyes, set in 
deeper hollows and such melancholy in them — 
almost a look of pain. It was poignant. And 
her hair came to her knees — a perfect cataract 
fine as silk with some of the sunshine of her youth 
still left in it. She was sick for a long time be- 
fore she died and she didn't have the strength to 
let me play with her. We must have been too 
poor for her to get me any toys and so she used to 
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let me play with her hair. Oh, I often look back 
and think how I must have tortured her." 

Thethry half rose as if the pang of this thought 
were unbearable, but Sears pulled her gently back 
on to the couch. 

" One day after weeks and weeks of lassitude, 
she lay down and unloosened the whole flood. I 
sat beside her on the bed and combed and combed 
and combed. For a long time she talked faintly, 
calling me at intervals all the sweet pet names she 
had for me — * Cherry-lips ! ' and * Star-eyes I ' and 
' Velvet cheeks ' and ' Dew dimples ! ' I suppose 
such names sound silly to a man, but they mean 
a good deal to a girl if her mother said them. 
Her eyes shut after a while and she did not speak. 
I covered her up and went on braiding her hair. 
After a long time somebody came and found us. 
She had been dead for two hours and I had 
braided her hair into dozens of tiny braids. I 
never saw her face again. But I can see it now, 
peaceful and sweet as it was then — no look of 
pain in it." 

Sears did not speak. But he lifted her hand to 
his lips. 



CHAPTER XLI 

iiVrOU said that — that man — Ebbett — 
would never trouble us again," she asked 
after a pause. " How did you manage that? " 

Sears laughed. '' He told me an extraordinary 
thing — by the way. He informed me that both 
the necklaces were genuine and nearly of equal 
value. Vitaline discovered that, this evening, 
when she went to get the diamonds for Jadie to 
take out to the Wrexmeres." 

" Oh," Thethry said, with a quick gleam of 
comprehension, " that's why they followed both 
of them. That puzzled me. I could see no rea- 
son for it. But how does it happen that your 
Uncle Rex never spoke of it? " 

" Oh, it was one of his mysteries — he was nat- 
urally secretive. You know, even Jadie and I 
knew very little about the necklace itself. I sup- 
pose, too, he didn't want the newspapers to know 
that he was making a collection for a second neck- 
lace. His will, made evidently before this last 
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string of briolcttcs was completed, is worded pecul- 
iarly. It leaves one necklace of briolettes to 
Jadie and all other diamonds in his possession, at 
the time of his death, to me. That means, of 
course, that the second necklace belongs to me/' 

" But what did you say to that man ? " Thethry 
persisted. 

Sears laughed again. ^' Vm going to tell you a 
story, Thethry,** he said. She waited bursting 
with impatience. " I knew a man once whose 
place of business was overrun with rats. In con- 
nection with his hoisting apparatus, there was a 
long rope that ran through holes in the floors from 
top to the bottom of the building. Now at night, 
the rats used to climb up this rope and when they 
came to the hole in the floor they'd gnaw the ropes 
in two in order to get through. The result of 
that was constant expense and bother. That 
whole establishment got together and tried to beat 
the rats. They bought the stoutest ropes they 
could find — they imported cats — they laid traps 
— they put poison about. Nothing doing. The 
rats beat their game every time. Finally one 
young fellow hit upon a scheme that solved the 
whole situation. Now what do you think it 
was?" 

" I give it up," Thethry said patiently, not pre- 
tending to solve the conundrum. 

" He made the holes in the floor big enough for 
the rats to go through without gnawing the rope." 
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Thcthry smiled. 

" Now I applied that fable to that man — Eb- 
bett's case. He's been trying to steal Uncle Rex's 
diamonds for heaven knows how many years. 
And if he lives he'll try to steal them from Jadie 
and me for as many more. I worked it out that 
the only way to come up with him was to remove 
the temptation. I told him that Pd give him one 
of those necklaces on our wedding-day." 

Thethry stared at him fixedly for a long pause. 
Then she broke into laughter. "What did he 
say?" 

Sears laughed again. " He said he only wanted 
to look at them anyway and, as long as they were 
going to belong to you, he'd put them in their 
best shape — he means recutting to their best ad- 
vantage, I suppose — and give them back to you." 

His arm went about her waist again. He 
caught one of the hands that lay in her lap and 
held it a fluttering prisoner. "Now, listen, 
Thethry," he said, " Jadie and I own a big island 
in Martha's Vineyard, called Nautaug. It's been 
in our family for more than a century and there's 
the buUiest, big, old rambling house on it that it 
has taken my family several generations to build. 
We have a great deal of sentiment about the place 
because we've always gone there for some part of 
every summer. We only invite the elect among 
our friends to go there with us. It's a real island- 
kingdom; for of course we're the only people on 
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it and it^s the most beautiful spot on the face of 
the globe. Rivers, forests, ponds, moors, soft 
hills and beautiful glades — there's everything 
there. It's covered with deer. Life there is one 
long out-of-doors game. Now we're going to 
take you and the Blondes and the Pyx- Jury there 
this summer. We'll make that three months like 
a mediaeval romance come true." He stopped. 
"Will you come?" 

''Will I come?'' 

The telephone rang suddenly. 



CHAPTER XLn 

T ISTENING from the hall, Sears heard 
Thethry break into peal after peal of laugh- 
ter, hysterically unrestrained. 

"What is the matter?'* he asked as she re- 
appeared. 

She could only gasp, " The necklaces 1 " before 
she went into another spasm of mirth. 

Sears jumped. "What is it now?" he asked 
resignedly. 

" Oh, they're all right," she reassured him. 
" But of all the ridiculous things to happen I 
Jadie says she was riding home in state, sur- 
rounded by the Pyx- Jury, clutching the necklaces, 
she put it, ' one in each fist.' They passed some 
men working on the street. Suddenly the auto- 
mobile gave an awful jounce and the necklaces 
flew out of her hand and fell into a pot of boiling 
tar. Now what do you think of that? " 

Sears grinned. 

"Jadie says she's always wanted some black 
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diamonds. She says that the picture of the Pjrx- 
Jury, standing about in those costumes, fishing with 
sticks in the tar-pot, will be an affording memory 
until she dies." 



CHAPTER XLIII 

c^'VrOW I'm really going," Sears said regret- 
-•^^ fully. 

** I suppose I must let you." 

** You'll sleep all day, won't you, so that I may 
come with an easy conscience to-night? " 

She promised. They walked through the hall, 
their arms about one another. Sears opened the 
door — and the full dawn, rose-colored, shot with 
gold, flooded them. Over on the Common the 
birds were singing with midsummer ecstasy. Dew 
lay, a fairy gossamer, over everything and the tin- 
gle of life, returning, made magic in the air. 

They looked Into each other's eyes. 

** Do you realize what a wonderful moment this 
is, Thethry? " His eye had kindled and he held 
her with a grip so strong that it pained. " Here 
we are, a pair, evidently predestined by Fate for 
each other. We come together like fire and tow 
— flame and oil — ice and heat — gunpowder 
and a lighted match. And now no earthly power 
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can prevent the explosion. We are modem and 
ancient both — you and I. You, with all your 
exquisite femininity, you're the New Woman. 
And I, with all my doubts and disillusions, Pm 
Primeval Man. Wc can watch the fuse burn. 
We can await the explosion. We can suck the 
honey from every one of these magical minutes in 
this our supreme hour. Oh, my dear," he smiled 
whimsically, "this is a frightful moment!" 
You've been applying all kinds of tests to me — 
now this is my turn. Tell me you understand." 
Thethry smiled rapturously. She quoted : 

** To-morrow comes so soon 1 Too soon 
This mortal pageant slips away. 
Oh, quick 1 — before the afternoon 
Reminds us of a following day. 
Sweet,' let us trip while yet we may, 
Retreat and courtesy and advance; 
'^ • The magic pipes begin to play 
And Thethry^ 5 feet desire to dance I " 



CHAPTER XLIV 

VX^AVING his hand to her, Scars disappeared. 
But Thethry still stood in the open door- 
way, her eyes full of happy dreams. 

" The second act has opened wonderfully," she 
murmured. Her swift smile broke. " Adven- 
tures come to the adventurous," she reminded her- 
self. 

She shut the door quietly and went up to bed. 



THE END 
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